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VIA CRUCIS. 



1ST. 



T ORD Jesus Christ, the God of all, 
Most meekly stands in Pilate's hall, 

And, glancing up. 
Pitiless is the word He hears, 
Nigh Him beholds the soldiers' spearis-^" 

His sorrow's cup. 

2ND. 

Fearless He hears the fearful cry, 
** Give us Barabbas— let Htm die.*' 

Thus Pilate, urged 
By the vast crowd, decreed that He 
Should be raised high on Calvary, 

The One he scourged. 



VIA CRUCIS. 



3Ri>. 



Beneath the Cross all desolate. 

He feels man's sins — a crashing weight 

Which Him appals. 
One moment He doth totter on, 
Wan is His brow, His strength is gone ; 

To earth He falls. 



4TH. 

A drooped form greets His aching sight. 
Sadly she gazes at the plight 

Of her Son blessed. 
The blood is trickling downward now^ 
His feet are red, those hands, that brow 

Which she caressed. 

5TH. 

Abject, so weakened. He will die 
Before the murderers crucify 

His mangled form. 
The stranger, Simeon, is compelled 
To take the cross by Him upheld 

With His blood warm. 



VIA CRUCIS. 3 

6th. 

Once more amidst the hostile bands 
He takes the cross within His hands, 

And Veronique 
Is well repaid for pity shown : 
She on her kerchief hath His Own 

Face pictured meek. 

7TH* 

Onward He goes — He falls again, 
Falling for ye, O sinful men, 

To conquer crime ; 
Which brought Him from yon heaven down 
To find again man's priceless crown 

In God's good time. . 

8th. 

Jerusalem women, well may ye 
Lament and groan Jesu to see 

Mocked and reviled. 
Oh, tenderly did He not press, 
And lovingly did He not bless 

Kach little child ! 



VIA CRTJCIS* 

In Temptation's bitter time 

Save my soul, sweet Lord, from cnme \ 

Ah 1 from Thee ne'er let me stray. 
/«« ChrisU, Domine. 



O MOTHER SWEETr 



MOTHER SWEET. 

Q MOTHER sweet, 
At thy pure feet 

1 love to rest. 
Do I not see 
Divinity 

Upon thy breast ? 

The fair God-Child 
Who so oft smiled 

In thy dear face ; 
Could I so weak 
In this world seek 

A safer place ? 

The light is dim, 
Yet I see Him 

In thy arms clasped. 
I ask of Thee 
To pray for me, 

Who've His plough grasped. 



5 O MOTHER SWEET. 

Ask that I may 
On ev'ry day 

Look straight before, 
And ne'er glance back 
Upon the track 

I've trod of yore. 

All humbly now 
To Thee I vow 

My life to change, 
And from this hour 
Nought from His power 

Shall me estrange. 

O Mother dear, 
Thy smile doth cheer 

My grieving heart. 
In this world's strife 
The Star of life 

To me Thou art. 



O BLESSED CHURCH OF ROME. 



BLESSED CHURCH OF ROME, 

r\ BLESSED Church of Rome, 

Thou art the peaceful Home 
Of those who wish to reign 
With the Lamb for them slain. 

Thou art Salvation's Ark, 
Thou hast the vital spark 
Which quickens souls with life 
Lost in Sin's awful strife. 

Thou art a wondrous Star, 
•Shedding thy rays afar, 
Making the wand'rer see 
This world's fierce misery. 

Thou art the Living Light. 
All else is dark as night, 
Where moon nor stars appear 
To guide those filled with fear. 



10 O BLESSED CHURCH OF ROME. 

Thou art the Haven wide 
Where those who have defied 
This drear world's tempests wild, 
Feel zephyrs calm and mild. 

Thou art the Arch of Peace 
'Neath which God's own increase, 
And wait until that day 
When He'll call them away. 

Thou art the Gate of Bliss ; 
Inside there's an abyss 
Of uncreated joy 
Which nothing can destroy. 

Thou art the Comfortress 
Of those who learn to bless 
The ways of Him who died 
To save them— cracified. 

O Mother Church, O Rome, 
Lone Column 'neath earth's dome 
Of Slainlessness, of Truth, 
Grand in thy fadeless youth. 



MOTHER OF JEStJS. II 



MOTHER OF JESUS. 

A/T OTHER of Jesus, by thy might 

In that heaven so fair and bright, 
Make my soul pleasing in God's sight. 

Too oft a lamb from Him doth stray, 
Is in Sin's pastures seen to play, 
Wand'ring far from His home away. 

Mother so blessed, I know thy power ; 
Thou well canst save me in the hour 
When fierce temptations souls devour. 

Thy word can make the tempter cease. 
Thy glance the captive can release, 
Thy smile can bring to his heart peace. 

Thou art so merciful, O child 
Of God, sole sinless, undefiled, 
Beyond Eve's daughters meek and mild ! 

Look down from heaven on this soil, 
Where human passions seethe and boil. 
Where men must labour on and toil. 



12 MOTHER OF JEStJS. 

Mother, in shame I must confess. 
Men to thy Son are pitiless, 
And yet I seek for thy caress. 

I, one of them, seek now to rest. 
Though with manifold sins oppressed. 
Beneath thy mantle, on thy breast. 

A stained one, proud, and oft stiff-necked. 
My earnest prayer thou*lt not reject : 
I long to be with the elect. 

Thy heart didst love the Magdalen, 
The thief,.confessing thy Son, when 
He on the cross was mocked by men. 

I love Him, too. Mother mine. 
Pray for me when hell's powers combine 
To part me from thy Child divine. 
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GRANT THAT I MAY. J$ 



GRANT THAT I MAY. 

riRANT that I may, O God, love Thee 

At all times with fidelity, 
Perform well each allotted task — 
Such boon from Thee I humbly ask. 

Lowly I am, and Thou art great ; 
This makes my spirit, strong, elate. 
To know that I have but to crave. 
And Thou wilt me in this life save. 

Upon its ocean's bosom I 
All restless* am, whilst from the sky 
Thou dost gaze on me. Then I feel 
Not all in vain is my appeal ; 

For ceaselessly my voice is heard 
Above its surges. I have erred, 
And must before Thee my heart rend, 
That Thou may'st be my greatest friend, 



14 GRANT THAT I MAY. 

We look on those as friendly here 
Whose words our hours of sorrow cheer, 
Whose hands are stretched forth oft to save, 
Who soothe us as we near the grave. 

But Thou art with us ev'ry hour ; 
At all times I have felt Thy power ; 
Without Thee I am helpless, weak, 
And knowing this Thy aid I seek. 

I've but to ask, and Thou wilt give 
Thy holy grace to make me live 
Here on this earth in holiness 
Hereafter, where the saints Thee bless. 

What wonder so this sinful heart 
Cries out its greatest friend Thou art. 
Ah ! may it ever cling to Thee, 
Now and throughout eternity. 



MOTHER, TO THEE WE FLY. 15 



MOTHER, TO THEE WE FLY. 

■jyr OTHER, to Thee we fly, 

For Thou wilt hear the cry 
Sent from hearts filled wilh pain, 
That thy dear Son may rain 
His grace and mercy blessed, 
That with Thee we may rest. 

Here we are tempest-tossed, 
Knowing that souls are lost, 
For they reject thy aid ; 
Shake off the true hand laid 
On them to guide them right 
Unto God's lucent light. 

Groping through lab'rinths dim, 
They have lost sight of Him 
Who, to redeem them, died 
On Calv'ry, crucified. 
Their cold hearts are not stirred 
By the fire of His word. 



l6 MOTHER, TO THEE WE FLY. 

And they think not of Thee, 
Mother of Purity, 
Fairest of womankind ; 
Seeing earth they are blind : 
They seem to be content 
Here in their banishment. 

But we, O Maiden mild, 
Mother of God's sole Child, 
Glance up to that white throne 
Where He hath sate alone : 
Near Him we see Thee stand 
At thy dear Son's right hand. 

There Thou wilt hear our cry. 

There Thou wilt take our sigh, 

So filled with penitence. 

That when we're summoned hence 

It may avail us well 

And save our souls from hell. 

Children in danger's hour 
Saved are by Mother's power. 
We who are thine alone, 
Oh 1 hear our piteous moan 
Prav for us there above, 
Mother of fi^irest love ! 



TO THBE, O GOD. l^ 



TO THEE, GOD. 

nro Thee, O God, ever to Thee 

My cry goeth passionately 
In dang'rous hours when clouds are low 
And shrill winds hustle them to and fro. 
To save me in the anxious hour. 
And then I feel Thy mighty power. 

Aye» when I stood upon the brink 
And thought I down should surely sink 
Into the dread abyss, I sought 
Thy precious aid, and quick it brought 
A stem resolve to brave the worst. 
And then Thy glory o'er me burst. 

What am I but a poor frail thing 

Who to Thee must at all times cling ? 

For should I trust myself alone 

I'd never see that great White Throne, 

Where Thou art seated 'midst heaven's host 

With Thy loved Son and Holy Ghost. 

I 



1 8 TO THEE, O GOD. 

With heartfelt confidence in Thee, 
The earth's storms may sweep over me. 
They will not hurt when Thou art near, 
Nor need I their wild raging fear. 
For nothing can confound my soul 
When, Father, Thou'rt my destined goal. 

Grant me, O God, this sole request 
That ever I may love Thee best, 
That my steps may ne'er turn astray. 
But, guided by a heav'nly ray. 
Lead me on gently to that place 
Where saved souls feel Thy sweet embrace. 



DEAR MOTHER, I HAVE PRAYED TO THEE 1 9 



DEAR MOTHER, I HAVE PRATED 

TO THEE. 

T^EAR Mother, I have prayed to Thee 

When I required thy gentle aid, 
When the billows of this life's sea 

Oft made my very soul afraid. 
I saw them rolling in their might, 

Yet even I did not despair, 
For o'er me was the Mother bright, 

Who listened to her stained child's prayer. 

But not alone when storms were nigh 

Did I sweet intercession make, 
Not when the waves were fierce and high 

When I saw them around me break. 
But when the wind was calm and still 

When everything was soft and fair, 
Asking to save me from all ill 

I knelt and said to Thee a prayer. 

And, Mother dear, when racking pain 
Made me feel wretched, sad, and lone. 

When ev'ry hope of mine seemed vain, 
In spirit I sought out thy throne, 



20 DEAR MOTHER, I HAVE PRATED TO THEE. 

And prostrate there I told my tale 
How my heart was depressed with care, 

And thy aid, which did never fail, 
Obtained for me my wished-for prayer. 



FATHER IN HEAVEN, I HUMBLY KNEEL. 21 



FATHER IN HEA VEN, I HUMBLY 

KNEEL. 

pATHER in heaven, I humbly kneel 
Before Thee, in Thee, and reveal 
The thoughts up-rising in my brain, 
For Thou alone know'st my soul's pain. 

A mere straw I am on this life's 
River so mighty, 'midst its strifes 
And storms, I turn alone to Thee, 
For Thy power only can save me. 

Thou art my Father, I Thy child, 
With a soul by dread sin defiled, 
Lowly bent prostrate tell Thee all 
The evil which did me befall ; 

And in Thy mightiness, I stand 

A single grain of yellow sand 

On life's great strand. Who would mind me 

Or care my steps, save only Thee ? 



22 FATHER IN HEAVEN, I HUMBLY KNEEL. 

Oh ! may my faith in Thee remain, 
In gladness as well as in pain ! 
May my lips ever speak Thy name ! 
May I Thy great love ever claim ! 

May my heart always pant for Thee ! 
May it adore Thy majesty ! 
May it confess Thee ev'ry day 
Here where a pilgrim I must stay ! 

Ah, let not evil crush the flower 

Of hope that blooms beneath Thy power ! 

Oh, make the fire of charity 

Be glowing ever within me ! 

I'm stained ; I know it. Help me on, 
And ev*cy stain will soon be gone. 
Oh, may my lips for ever bless 
Thy name, my God, with thankfulness ? 



WHEN WEARY IS THIS HEART OF MINE. 23 



WHEN WEARY IS THIS HEART 

OF MINE. 

"TXTHEN weary is this heart of mine, 

And chilled and restless with the way 
Of this cold world, I seek Thy shrine 

And all my wants and sorrows lay 
Humbly beneath Thy blessed feet, 
While looking at thy face so sweet. 

And I in vain go not to Thee, 

For thou dost calm the troubled breast. 
The bright star shining o'er the sea 

To which the mar'ner prays for rest 
Directs my path, makes my way clear, 
And then my soul doth know no fear. 

Twas a great gift from Him who reigns, 

To give Thee to us in the hour 
When He condoned the awful pains 

Inflicted by His creature's power. 
At that dread moment He gave Thee 
To watch over us lovingly. 



24 WHEN WEARY IS THIS HEART OF MINE. 

Is there a mother here so fair, 
So kind, as thou art to us all. 

Who from the deepness of despair 
Doth to Thy side the lost one call ? 

Mother, I find none like to Thee, 

Thou art the bright star over me. 



A FAUINB EPISODE. 25 



A FAMINE EPISODE, 

TTO say good-bye to God, 

Till better days shall dawn, 
I and my little Shaun, 

And leave the way we trod I 

And not to enter there 
Where he and I so oft 
Felt Mary's glances soft 

Excite our hearts to prayer 

No more to kneel there now, 
Where Jesus evermore, 
Inside the golden door, 

Veils His majestic brow ! 

Where holy angels bend, 
Offering homage meet 
To Him our food so sweet. 

Our Saviour, Brother, Friend I 



26 A FAMINE EPISODE. 

Shauii) darling, it is sad 
To face the Winter's blast, 
When we think of that past 

In which our hearts were glad ; 

To feel sharp Hunger's sting, 
And shiv'ring with the cold. 
Be offered silver, gold. 

Our Faith away to fling ; 

To leave the holy place 
Where Irish knees are bent, 
Where only is content. 

Could we disgrace our race ? 



For the pottage's mess 
Shall we give up our hope 
In Him who heaven did ope, 

His Mother's fond caress ? 

Forbid it, Father dear ! 

The birds of air are fed 

By Him whose thorn-crowned head 
Bowed down for each one here. 



A FAMINE EPISODE. 27 

Famine is in the land, 

Shaun and I have no home, 

We know where'er we roam 
We both are in Thy hand. 

Forlorn ! ah, not while Thou 
Dost watch o'er Shaun and me 
We can to poverty 

Raise an undaunted brow. 

Shaun, darling, 'till life's breath 
Stirs our poor hearts no more, 
Say after me, astore, 

"God, we'll be true 'till death." 



28 THE ANGEL LOOKED UPON THY FACE. 



THE ANGEL LOOKED UPON THY 

FACE. 

T^HE angel looked upon Thy face, 

And thought that blessed was the race 
Which did claim Thee as its own child, 
For Thou wert pure and undefiled. 

Had the first one been only true 
To his God, we should not now rue 
The deed which spread sin's fun'ral pall 
In one instant over us all. 

Over us all — save one alone 

To whom heav'n hath its wonders shown. 

Who was elected from all time 

To be 'neath God, unstained by crime. 

In mercy He preserved her when 
His love was scorned by wretched men. 
She never could forsake His way, 
Whilst here she ne'er would cease to pray. 



THE ANGEL LOOKED UPON THY FACE. 29 

The angel stood beside her. He, 
Amazed at her virginity, 
Thought, Could one of earth be so fair 
Who had not dwelt some time Up There. 

He had to leave that glorious place, 
His great Creator's dear embrace, 
His bright companions, for he came 
To one here in God's mighty name. 

He saw her. She was not like those 
Who were afflicted with deep woes ; 
She was obedient, loving, mild. 
And of his Lord the sweetest child. 

God loved her. 'Twas enough for him 
Who came from 'midst the Seraphim. 
Trembling he speaks his message. She 
Handmaiden 's to the Deity. 
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ffOW OFT WE WISH TO LIE. 

"LTOW oft we wish to lie 

Peacefully 'neath God's sky, 
Eager perhaps, to die 

But, oh, how vain ! 
Sometimes it seems so near 
That o'er us comes a fear, 
Death itself may appear 

To ease our pain. 

Aye, even when our life 
Is free from care and strife, 
When happiness is rife. 

We long to be 
Under the velvet sward, 
Waiting for our reward 
From the Almighty Lord 

Who made us free. 

Humbly we bow our face 
On this earth ev'ry place 
To Him who fills all space, 
Who is our Friend. 



HOW OFT WE WISH TO LIE. 3 1 

He will give us sweet peace 
When comes the souPs release ; 
His glory will increase 
Unto the end. 

Patiently we must wait, 
Not though disconsolate, 
'Till He opes heaven's gate, 

All in good time ; 
Surely we'll enter there, 
Where all's surpassing fair, 
Where there's no trace of care, 

If free from crime. 
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MOTHER, THOUGH LONELT NOW. 

TV/T OTHER, though lonely now, 

Here at thy shrine I vow 
To strive against the power 
Which would my soul deflour 
Of thy Son's holy grace 
And His beloved embrace. 

Daily I ask for aid, 
Daily I am afraid, 
For not a soul can tell 
Whether it doth stand well ; 
Whether it 's pure and bright 
In heaven's stainless sight. 

From childhood's tranquil hour 
I've trusted in thy power, 
For Thou to Him art near 
Whom as God all revere ; 
And, Mother dear, o'er me 
Thy saving hand will be. 



MOTHER, THOUGH LONELY NOW. 33 

O Mother, ever mild, 

Of Jesus, "blessed Child ! 

O Rose Immaculate, 

Thy power with God is great ! 

Protect me, Mother, here, 

Where there's such cause to fear. 



4 
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TEE DAY IS DARK. 

n^HE day is dark, the skies are drear, 
Bat still we have no cause to fear ; 
The wind and rain will pass away 
When our God sends a golden ray. 

We must be patient ; we've to wait 
Till Heaven opes its blessed gate. 
For we are subject to that will 
Which maketh raging tempests still. 

Ah I do we all remember this. 

When walking nigh the precipice. 

That only for His saving hand 

We nigh the deep chasm could not stand ? 

One single false step made and we 
Should fall down its declivity, 
And| bruised and shattered, none could save 
Us from His wrath who frail life gave. 



THE DAY IS DARK. 35 

And many sink in the abyss 
Where the crested waves boil and hiss, 
And, had they cried out in their pain, 
Their voices would not sound in vain. 

And, as we know this, we ought learn 
The right from wrong things to discern, 
And ever be prepared to give 
A strict account of how we live. 



36 ALL HAIL. 



ALL HAIL I 

A LL hail ! full of grace, 

The Lord's with thee ! 
I gaze towards thy face 

Of purity, 
Hoping in each place 
Thou wilt guard me. 

All hail ! full of grace, 

Blessed art Thou ! 
None a stain can trace 

Upon Thy brow. 
Thou'rt in the embrace 

Of Jesus now. 

All hail ! full of grace, 
Bless'd is Thy womb ! 

Its fruit in life's race 
Makes dead souls bloom. 

And doth darkness chase 
Ev'n from the tomb. 
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CERIST JESUS, SA VE US. 

r^ HRIST Jesus, save us, 
Christ Jesus, lave us 
From all sin and crime 
At this holy time, 
When Thy angels sing 
Hail, all hail, our King ! 

From HelFs toils free us, 
We ask Thee. See us 
Before Thee prostrate, 
With hearts desolate. 
Thou wilt pity take 
For Thy Mother's sake. 

Thy voice came kindly 

When we were blindly 

Wandering afar 

From Heaven's bright star, 

Which over .us shone 

When Earth's hope had gone. 



38 CHRIST JBSUSi SAYS US. 

Sin looked appalling, 
Whilst tears were falling 
Which, Lord, told to Thee 
Our soul's misery 
And heart's wretchedness. 
Who would our way bless ? 

Friends came not near us, 
Not one to cheer us. 
Oh I what wonder we 
Should turn,. God, to Thee 
In that bitter hour. 
Trusting in Thy power ? 

ThouMt not deceive us. 
Thou wilt not leave us 
In our crime and sin. 
Dear Lord, let us in 
Where Thou dost ever dwell, 
Then all will be well. 



MOTHER OF GOD, WS ALL RBYBRB. 39 



MOTHER OF GOD, WE ALL REVERE. 

AiT OTHER of God, we all revere 

^ ^ Thy memory this day ; 

We can approach Thee void of fear, 

For Thou art kind alway, 
And glad that we are struggling on 

To reach the distant shore 
Which we see when Sin's stain is gone, 

Where we'll rest evermore. 

And when the tempest 's wild in wrath 

We look to Heaven above, 
And there 's traced out for us a path 

Which leads to holiest love. 
We see it by the light that 's shed 

From thy exalted throne ; 
It comes when grief hath bent each head. 

When hope hath almost flown* 
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Ah, Mother, we will not forsake 

The Ark of Charity ! 
We pray that tie may never break 

Which binds us all to Thee. 
When tossed upon the billows wild, 

Thou'lt pity our sad fate 
And save us, Thou all undefiled, 

Our Queen Immaculate. 



^. 
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VOIP VE SINNED. 

'\7'0U*VE sinned, and deeply sinned, I know, 
^ But there is balm in Gilead still, 
And waters there which sweetly flow. 

Seek at once the murmuring rill, 
Wash yourself, and you then shall be 
Clad in the robe of purity. 

You are afraid, you cannot trust 
Your strength to bear you to the source : 

Banish such thoughts, you must be just. 
And change at once your wicked course. 

All protestations will not do. 

You must show that you can be true. 

You have been false. Now let God see 

How faithful you are evermore ; 
Tossed in the Sea's immensity. 

And deafened by the tempest's roar. 
You shall reach land, if you but try, 
For light is o'er you in His sky. 
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Still you must struggle bravely on, 
The prize is now within your reach, 

What though your face is pale and wan» 
See how near you are to the beach. 

And those are gathered there who'll show 

Love as they did long years ago* 

Be not faint-hearted when you see 
Some people turn from you away ; 

Oh I heed not their fatuity. 
Few there are who've not gone astray. 

But ever well remember this, 

That in repentance there is bliss. 
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, IN DANGERS HOUR. 

TN danger's hour I turn to Thee, 

For Thou hast been my greatest friend, 
AndyWell I know, Thou wilt hear me 

As at Thy shrine I lowly bend. 
A cloud has taken all the light 

From my path, and Til lose my way, 
If it Thou dost not put to flight 

And give me back the hidden ray. 

To move one step I am afraid 

I may fall down a precipice. 
The darkness hath my soul dismayed, 

I hear the waves beneath me hiss, 
The tempest's breath is on my cheek. 

It's awful wail is in mine ear. 
And thy protection sure I seek. 

For I've in truth much cause to fear. 
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Thou wilt be merciful, and hear 

The cry which bursts out from my heart. 
God's light will once again appear, 

The cloud which dims my way will part. 
Never have I asked aught in vain, 

Even the simplest boon, from Thee ; 
And now Thou wilt soothe my soul's pain 

And give back happiness to me. 
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THE MAGDALEN. 

O HE knelt at Jesus' blessed feet, 
•^ And there her sad heart wildly beat. 
Would the Divine One turn away 
From her who sought His love to slay ? 

Mute was her soul's great agony, 
But never did she think to flee 
From Him. She heard His loving voice 
Say, " Oh, disconsolate, rejoice !" 

He looked on her. She would endure 
All pangs to be again as pure 
As Mother Eve was when she stood 
Stainless, in perfect womanhood. 

Ah I did He only take away 
The fatal germs of quick decay. 
Once more her home she'd happy see, 
And sister smiling lovingly, 
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And brother oifring thanks to God 
For having lifted up the rod, 
Yet did not strikei but gave her time 
To sorrow over ev'ry crime. 

The Master looks on her defiled, 
He knows she is His Father's child. 
Her days of sin and shame are o'er ; 
He bids her Go and sin no more. 
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MOTHER, BEEOLD THY SON. 

TVT OTHER, behold thy Son, 
My task is nearly done. 
The work is o'er which He 
Wished from eternity. 

Son, thy Mother stands there ; 
John, she must be thy care j ' 

Watch her well, guard her way, 
Whilst h^re Heaven lets her stay. 

And from that awful hour 
In which frail human power 
Crucified Jesus, she 
Was cared for lovingly. 

To him fair Heaven's Queen 

Was given who did lean 

That eve on Jesus' breast 

When unleav'ned bread was blessed. 

She was the glorious light 
In his home shining bright, 
Till God took her away 
To His eternal Day. 
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SIMEON. 

■QISMISS, O Lord, thy servant now, 

I have gazed on my Saviour's brow, 
I see Thou bast fulfilled Thy vow. 

I, Lord, to Thee did often pray 
Never to take my soul away 
Till I had seen this blessed day. 

And Thou hast saved me from despair. 
For not in vain I breath'd the prayer 
Which showed me Jesus pure and fair. 

O lowly Babe, but full of light, 
Who by His word will put to flight 
The darkness of this world's long night ! 

Ah ! He will usher in a morn 

Which will the crime of this earth scorn, 

And man's heart 'gainst its evils warn. 
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He hath appeared in comelinesS| 
Fallen humanity to bless. 
And give it over hell redress. 

Mine eyes see Him. I long to be 
From the baseness of this world free, 
In peace, O Lord, alone with Thee. 



S 
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MOTHER OF GOD, THE CHILD 

DIVINE. 

VJ OTHER of God, the Child divine, 

Pressed to that humble heart of Thine, 
Looks up to Thee. There's none so fair — 
Ah I none for whom Thou hadst such care. 

And we, the wand'rers here below, 
Ever when comes the surge of woe, 

Have confidence that Thou wilt hear 
The prayer of reverential fear» 

One said that it was never known 
Thou, sinless maid, didst those disown 
Who called Thee mother ; Thou didst give 
Thy aid that they in peace might live. 

They clung to Thee, the gift of God, 
The one who stainless this earth trod, 
The only one whose soul was bright 
As those in His celestial light. 

We want Thine aid at ev'ry time, 
Because this earth is filled with crime ; 
And if God's gift came not through Thee, 
Twould foul us with its leprosy. 



THE penitent's PRAYER. 5 I 



THE PENITENTS PRAYER. 

T^HE sky is dark — so is my heav'n, 

Yet, if my crimes were all forgiv'n, 
Too gladly in death I'd lie down 
And ask of God a blessed crown. 

But, oh ! when I remember all 
The sins of passed years, they appal 
My soul, and this heart, terrified, 
Flies from its Saviour crucified. 

And I ask, how can I stand near 
The only One whom men revere 
As the Almighty, when I know 
That my sins caused His bitter woe. 

But by Him there on Calvary 
Was raised aloft another tree, 
On which a robber died in pain. 
Yet did that day with Jesus reign. 

But were his sins as great as mine, 
He mercy sought from Him divine, 
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I'll ask it too with bowed down head 
Though my crimes are as scarlet red. 

If tears of true repentance flow. 
They shall be made white as the snow, 
Fairer than pure, unsullied fleece, 
And thus will come God's blissful peace. 

Oh ! I am longing for the day 
When evil's shades shall flee away, 
And I shall see the sweet Lamb slain 
That joy eternal man might gain. 
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HOW BRIGHT IT WAS IN 
BETHLEHEM. 

t-IOW bright it was in Bethlehem 

Over the Mother and her Child ! 

The great God's love surrounded them, 

That love which made her undefiled. 

The angels looked from heaven's height 
And gloried one fair being to see, 

Who was unstained, whose soul was bright 
Alone amidst Humanity. 

Another form was kneeling there, 
Gazing upon the Child divine, 

Breathing to God a heartfelt prayer 
For giving the expected sign. 

How tenderly her Son was pressed 
By her who claimed Him as her own. 

And He was glad to be caressed 
By her whose heart loved Him alone. 

There was joy in that stilly place 
Where the Lord of the world was born. 

And radiant shone our Mother's face 
On that bleak, cold December morn 
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WEEP NOT FOR ME. 

"YXTEEP not for me, but let ye weep 

For those who, in your arms asleepr, 
Unconscious are of that great crime 
Which men are doing at this time. 

I came to preach and showed the way 
From which they never were to stray; 
But their proud hearts rejected Me, 
And from my love away did flee. 

They shrieked out, I was one who gave 
Cause for the multitudes to rave, 
And be seditious, — I who came 
To bring peace in my Father's name. 

And now I have to undergo 
An agony of mortal woe. 
To be insulted, and to see 
Men mocking My divinity. 

Still I can suffer any pain, 
Not long I'll on the Cross remain ; 
Yet let no tear for Me be shed, 
But weep for hands in My blood red. 
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THJERirS ONE WHO HAS BEEN 
DEAR TO ME. 

TTHERE'S one who has been dear to me 

From the days of my infancy ;— 
But have I loved her faithfully ? 

Have I not often gone astray 
From paths on which I was to stay 
Whilst travelling on this world's way ? 

Have I not looked for other light 
Which was not half so fair or bright. 
Which never could content my sight ? 

Have I not been a sinful child ? 
Was not my soul by wrong defiled ? 
Have I not happiness reviled ? 

Through earth's mists did she not appear 
Beauteous to me, a wand'rer here ? 
And was she not at all times dear ? 

Ay, when sin's stains were on my soul, 
When its waves did around me rolli 
Leading me from my destined goal. 
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Ah ! I love her, she is so fair. 
There's no one like her anywhere. 
Her aid has saved me from despair. 

And she's the Mother of my God, 
Of Him who lowly this earth trod. 
Who laid on me the chast'ning rod. 
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DEATH, HOW EASY 'TIS TO DIE. 

r\ DEATH, how easy 'tis to die, . 

When the crown of the blessed is sure, 
When beneath the All-seeing Eye 

One has been ever good and pure ! 
Ah ! there's no anguish, then, to go 
From this valley of grief and woe. 

Eagerly is waited the hour 
By the spirit which hopes fpr joy, 

When God, by His mysterious power, 
Sifting the gold from the alloy, 

Purging the soul from ev'ry sin. 

Shall give the crown which it did win. 

The martjnr's robe, being washed full white 
In the stream from Calvary's tree. 

Takes even there a rapid flight 
Towards the throne of the Deity, 

And, 'midst the splendour of Heaven's calm, 

Receives from God the victor's palm. 
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The virgin dies. Stilled is the breath 
Which sought out God in holy prayer ; 

The hands are crossed in silent death, 
A veil is o'er the face so fair ; 

A wreath is placed upon that brow 

Whose soul with God is happy now. 

Ah I too, death comes all suddenly. 
When preparation is not made, 

And the dread hand of Majesty 
Hath in a moment life's course stayed. 

So, if men wish to shun regret, 

This truth they never must forget. 
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DEAR MOTHER MINE, HOW SWEET. 

■PvEAR Mother mine, how sweet 
^ Thy Child looks up to Thee ; 
And, resting at his feet, 

Is one of purity. 
He loves Thee well, for Thou 
Madest Jesus cleanse his brow. 

When he was in the womb, 
Shut in from earthly light, 

Grace shone athwart its gloom 
Which made the darkness bright, 

And naught could it destroy. 

The child there leaped for joy. 

There he was purified 

From ev'ry sinful stain. 
When Mary stood beside 

His mother in her pain, 
For he knew earth was trod 
By one who bore his God. 
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He should prepare the way 
Of Him from heaven sent, 

And show the dawn of Day 
To man in banishment, 

And make his heart rejoice 

At the belovdd voice. 

And Mary loved this one, 
The herald of her Child, 

Who had 4iis work well done 
When the Saviour mild 

Commenced His Faith to preach. 

And all men His truths teach. 

And of John's greatness then 

He bare testimony. 
For He said amidst men 

None was so great as he. 
And we believe the Lord, 
Who gave John his reward. 
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LAST WORDS IN LIFE. 

TTHE Warrior's hour had come at last; 
His martial deeds were of the past ; 
Dying he lay in that lone Isle 
Where witnessed oft were scenes too vile. 
And yet the thought of former hours 
Came like the scent of withered flowers. 
And what expiring doth he say ? 
Wildly he cried : " A ieie d'armeer 

The Poet was immersed in gloom. 
He saw the shadows of the tomb. 
He had to leave this world of care, 
This world which was to him so fair ; 
The friend he loved whose glowing prais 
Lightened the burden of his days. 
And dying nought seemed to him bright ; 
The last words uttered were " More light.' 

The Orator raised up his head, 
A few were leaning o'er his bed, 
Choice spirits who aspired to be 
From Heaven and its Master free, 
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Who had helped him in one great crime 
Which could not be absolved by time. 
In death he doth his life review, 
And gasping shrieks " Touf eslperdu.\* 

The Priest was in his agony, 
And many there oti bended knee 
Were praying that his soul might find 
From God a welcome warm and kind. 
And when those who around him knelt, 
Asked in their sorrow how he felt. 
Replied, amidst the golden rays, 
** As school-boy off for holidays." 
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SOLF MOTHER QF GOD. 

TJOLY Mother Of God, 

We pray to Thee 
Remove the chast'ning rod 

And set us free. 
We know Thy power is great 

In Heav'n above. 
Oh ! make the hearts elate 

Which Thy Son love. 

Think of the time when He 

On Thy bless'd arm 
Protected was by Thee 

From ev'ry harm. 
He'll not refuse Thy prayer, 

He'll give His aid. 
And we need not despair, 

Nor be afraid. 



64 HOLY MOJHBR OP GOD. 

Oh I speak for us this day 

That baleful light 
May lead us not away 

From Heaven's sight. 
We trust in Thee, for Thou 

Wilt save us all, 
And with faith humbly, now 

For Thy aid call. 



O MOTHER, I HAD SUCH A DREAM. 65 



MOTHER, I HAD SUCH A DREAM. 

r\ MOTHER, I had such a dream, 

My heart here cannot feel content. 
Methought there shone o*er me a beam 

Of glory in my banishment ; 
And I beheld a wondrous scene 

Which I may not disclose to thee ; 
Thus much too happy I have beeD| 

The rest is all a mystery, 

1 stood before a heav'nly throne. 
And the Almighty rested there, 

And trembling in my joy alone, 
I heard the bless'd send forth a prayer 

That He, the Lord of all, might spare 
The children who are wand'rers here, 

That with them they might one day share 
The Kingdom where is shed no tear. 

And He, the Mighty God, did smile 
Upon the host who sought His aid. 

Heav'n was for souls when free from guile, 
Though they at times His love betrayed. 

6. 
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mother, I bent down to kiss 

The footstool where my Lord's foot pressed, 
And now, I ask, what's this world's bliss 
To that which He gives to His bless'd. . 

It would be sad to go away 
And leave you lonely on this earth j 

Yet my heart's longing for the day 
To reach the place where there's no dearth 

Of happiness. Oh ! would the hour 
Of parting had come even now. 

1 trust all to His Mercy's power. 
Which to love evermore I vow. 
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AEi WEEN I THINK OF ALL TEE 

BAYS. 

A H ! when I think of all the days 

I squandered on this earth, 
I scarcely dare to hymn Thy praise, 

Thou One of stainless birth. 
And yet I've loved Thy blessed name 

Since I was but a child, 
And too in hours of peril came 

To Thee the Undefiled. 

Ah ! what a weary way was mine 

For many dreary years ; 
Life gladly then I would resign, 

It was so filled with fears. 
The light that shone was borne away 

And darkness me oppressed, 
I groped along without a ray — 

Perhaps 'twas for the best. 

But though I had no earthly light 

By which my course to guide, 
A heav'nly star was shining bright 

I knew that by m side 
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Stood One prepared to render aid, 
And filled my heart with love; 

And my soul tKen was not afraid. 
That One came from above. 

I looked and saw a Mother's face 

With brow pure as the snow, 
A queen-like mien, a form of grace, 

Which set my heart aglow. 
Ah ! it was Thine, whom Jesus gave 

To us all when He died ; 
And I rejoiced. Thou wilt me save. 

And through life be my guide. 
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WHEN SHALL THIS LIFE'S NIGHT 
TERM IN A TE ? 

'\X7HEN shall this life's night terminate, 

When shall its darkness dread be o'er ? 
When shall we know hereafter's fate, 

When shall we reach its beachless shore ? 
No one can tell the hour or day 
When from this world he'll pass away. 

All is wrapt up in mystery. 

The sage cannot pierce through the veil : 
With all his knowledge he shan't see 

Within its folds. He'll surely fail, 
If he seeketh to penetrate 
Into the Future's mystic state. 

Amidst its chaos he'll be lost, 
Which only knows its Master's will, 

And, on its ocean tempest tossed. 
He cannot make his barque be still. 

He gazes round and all is drear, 

Though the Almighty is so near. 
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But, oh ! when grace hath cheered his way 

How earnestly he travels on, 
Guided by pure Faith's hallowed ray 

Which o'er him by God's mercy shone, 
'Till he doth reach the blessed place 
Where angels are met face to face. 

In mercy we are not taught all 
Which we shall learn on that day 

When, in obedience to God's call, 
Wejmust pass from this earth away. 

Then the great sage and the unwise 

Shall learn the lore of Paradise. 
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THE ORPHAN'S PRAFEE. 

T IKE a lone pillar in this world 

I am, for all my friends are dead, 
And sinful shafts nigh me are hurl'd. 

And peace from my soul's nearly fled. 
I felt not thus in other days 

When loving faces were round me ; 
I should not murmur at God's ways, 

Since He has given a friend in Thee. 

Protection I can claim, for Thou, 

Who barest Him in thy precious womb, 
Art my dear Mother, even now 

Art waiting to dispel the gloom 
Of my life's trials. Thou didst take 

Pity on those who mourned of old. 
And for Thy blessed Jesus' sake 

Thou wilt me in Thine arms enfold. 



71 THE orphan's prayer, 

I am not wretched while I see 

Thy blessed face, Thy gentle smile. 
Mother, entreat that I may be 

Free from the evils which defile 
Souls dwelling here in lone exile ; 

And ril not heed life's misery, 
Nor dread the tempter's artful wile, 

But cling with hope and love to Thee. 
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rVE WALKED THROUGH THIS 
WORLD'S LABYRINTHS. 

I'VE walked through this world's 
lab'rinths, 

And seen its rays obscure, 
And found 'tis better ever 

To stand before Heav'n pure, 
To lead a life reproachless, 

Free from error and crime ; 
For God will show His glory 

Then in His own good time. 

Ah ! but it is not easy 

To be unsullied here, 
For syrens are enchanting, 

And lovely they appear : 
Too lovely whilst they're dreaming 

Over the wished-for hour, 
When the frail, tott'ring mortal 

Will be within their power. 
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But God's light from above us 

Is streanjing softly down, 
And He will keep His promise, 

Give'us the heavenly crown, 
If we are to Him ever 

True and go not astray, 
If we ask for assistance 

When weary on Life's way. 
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MOTHER DEAREST, TO THEE I 

PRAY, 

Ayl OTHER dearest, to Thee I pray 
^^^ For one whom I love faithfully. 
Ah! he is going far astray 

From God, from Heaven, and from Thee. 
He seems to care not how he treads 

This vale, where life is not secure, 
Where sin's dark vista round him spreads. 

And once his soul was bright and pure. 

Did he remember that glad time 

When all was fair in infancy, 
When his heart shuddered at a crime. 

As he from evil turned to flee. 
Ah ! he would make an effort now 

To shake off coils which hang round him 
And, seeking God with bent- down brow, 

Let tears of sorrow his eyes dim. 
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O Mother, I. lift up my face 

To Thy great throne of radiancy; 
Ah ! wilt Thou not obtain God's grace 

For him, that he may clearly see 
The errors of his way ? I ask 

This favour, which I know Thou'lt grant, 
For it to Thee 's a holy task 

To bind up whole the broken plant. 
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DEAD! . 

■PvEAD ! gone from us away 
^^ Into the brilliant ray 
Of Heaven's home, and there 
Remains where all is fair. 

Dead ! — gone into the tomb 
In his strong manhood's bloom, 
When earth and sea and skies 
Seemed to him Paradise. 

Dead ! — gone from his friends here, 
To whom he was so dear. 
Who cherished him from youth 
Because he did love truth. 

Dead 1 — gone from life's fair strand. 
Gone from his native land, 
Which he oft wished to see 
From every shackle free. 
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Dead !— gone away from him 
Whose eyes with grief are dim, 
Who never will know more 
One dearer on earth's shore. 

Dead ! — gone without one sign, 
Like a barque on the brine. 
When waves ope, he went down ; 
But lustrous is his crown. 

Dead ! — gone away from this 
Into a world of bliss. 
And we must not complain, 
But suffer silent pain. 
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DARK WAS TEH WORLD TILL THY 
PURE STAR. ' 

'pv ARK was the world till Th> pure star 

Came from Heaven's bright home afar 
To shed o'er man a lustrous ray, 
And chase from his soul gloom away. 

Ah 1 did Thy parents ever dream 
When o'er them shone God's loving beam, 
Thou wert the Blessed One whom He 
Selected from eternity ; 

That their child was the chosen one 
Destined to bear His only Son, 
Whose death was to ope Heaven's gate 
In her young womb immaculate^ 

They thought not so ; they only smiled. 
For God had given them a child 
Dearer to their hearts than pure gold. 
To be their Comfortress when old. 
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And day by day they saw Thee grow 
More beautiful, fairer than snow : 
A precious gift from Heaven's skies, 
Whose sun doth on all creatures rise. 

Most tenderly they watched o'er Thee ; 
And evil had away to flee 
When mother's voice, in accents mild, 
Spoke sweetly to the Sinless Child. 

Blessed be God, that He hath given, 
When this world was by storms riven. 
One who did by a word assuage 
The troubled water's fiercest rage. 

And, oh I 'tis well that He did send 
To wand'rers here so great a friend 
Well for poor weak Humanity 
That it a Mother has in Thee. 
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ALONE I AM. 

A LONE I am and still. 
^^ The world seems fair, 
The sun upon the hill, 

The balmy air. 
All 's beautiful to me 
Alone here by the sea. 

And yet I had a dream 

Of other things 
M ore beautiful : a gleam 

Of golden wings 
Appeared on one fair day, 
But with me would not stay. 

1 am of mortal birth, 

A thing of clay, 
A sufl'ring child of earth, 

Who hopes some day 
To have the peaceful rest 
Vouchsafed to all the bless'd. 

7 
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Ah, then I can behold 

The vision bright, 
The white wings tipt with gold 

In heav'nly light 
The gladness of the Throng 
Chanting angelic song. 

Whilst for that hour I wait 

All lonely here, 
My heart's not desolate 

Nor wild with fear ; 
All's beautiful to me. 
The sky, the earth, the sea. 
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WHEN SHALL THE DARKNESS PASS 

AWAY? 

'IXTHEN shall the darkness pass away ? 
When shall we see the blessed day 
Which shall reveal the wondrous face 
Of Him who gives us fruitful grace ? 

We're not to know : thus 'tis ordained, 
And here we are in exile chained, 
Here where true happiness is not, 
Where we complain of our sad lot. 

Still we can see a beam of light 

Which makes this dull earth fair and bright, 

Because 'tis sent from that dear land 

Where nigh the Throne saints trembling stand. 

It comes from underneath the feet 
Of Her whose smile was wondrous sweet, 
Who guided here Him whom we call 
The Lord and Master of us all. 
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Reigning in glory yet She knows 
How great and wasting are the woes 
Of down-trodden humanity. 
Ah I all our troubles She can see. 

And well for us that She doth feel 

A wish for our eternal weal, 

Well that She is immaculate, 

Well that Her power with God is grea*. 

We are Her children ; She will pray 
To God in our behalf alway ; 
And He will grant Her each request, 
He who reposed upon Her breast. 

So let us not fear darkness here, 
We are loved by our Mother dear. 
Let us obey Her gentle voice, 
And we shall yet in Heaven rejoice. 
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SOON THIS LIFirS OCEAN WILL 
BE CROSSED. 

C OON this life's ocean will be crossed. 

And, standing outside Heaven's gate, 
Ne'er having hope in Jesus lost, 

Can mortals' souls be desolate ? 
No ; let the tempter do his best. 

Poor human hearts are not afraid ; 
They peacefully can ever rest, 

For near God they are undismayed. 

Oh, what a land of wretchedness 

Is this where we must travel on, 
No matter what weights on us press, 

Nor how friends from our side have gone ! 
The goal must be reached, and a day 

Will shine forth when our God shall take 
Us from all misery away. 

And love us for His dear Son's sake. 
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But we must be as pure and bright 

As angels in His home of joy. 
We must avoid sin's wasteful blight, 

And not let it our souls destroy. 
How can we face the stormy main. 

And safely glide o'er waters wild ? 
By trusting. Our trust is not vain 

In Jesus, Master, Saviour mild. 



v^ -X .>' ,>^x» y '.y^y .• , /■ ^ >^ 



O BLESSED VIRGIN, LOVINGLY DIDST THOU. 87 



O BLESSED VIRGIN, LOVINGLY DIDS2 

THOU. 

Q BLESSED Virgin, lovingly didst Thou 

Upon the Baptist's gentle mother tend, 
When in her hour of peri! throbbed her brow, 
When she had stood in need of one kind 
friend. 
Across the looming mountain Thou didst come 
To give assistance in her troubled home. 

And when the dear sound of Thy blessed voice 
Was heard upon the stillness reigning there, 

It made the son of Zachary rejoice, 
Whilst his fond mother spake the holy prayer 

Which even now we worldlings say to Thee, 

God's cherished Maid of true humility. 

Even before the hour created light 
Dawned on Elizabeth's beloved child, 

Jesus gave forth a single ray so bright 
That it illumed with glory him defiled. 

What wonder then, when freed from sin's dread 
doom. 

He leaped for joy within his mother's womb ! 
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His was to be the dauntless voice of one 
Speaking the things predestined of his Lord, 

Faithful until the imposed task was done ; 
And unto him was giv'n the meet reward : 

For journeying wisely, on the path he trod 

In perfect, meek submission to his God. 

Thy pure heart cherished him on whom all 
praise 

Was lavished by the lips of Jesus dear, 
As He addressed the multitude in days 

When He so^deftly laboured for them here. 
No Prophet greater e'er on earth was born 
Than John, the herald of his Master's morn. 
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I LOVE IT, OH! I LOVE IT WELL, 

T LOVE it, Oh ! I love it well 

That beauteous home of Him, 
Where saints and blessed spirits dwell . 

And burning Seraphim, 
That kingdom where His Son doth reign, 

Who freely His blood gave. 
To burst in twain sin's rankling chain, 

And man from evil save. 

Our own earth is a brightsome place. 

But will its brightness last } 
Ever can we not plainly trace 

The clouds which sweep on fast. 
Dark clouds which dim the golden sheen 

The glory of each ray. 
Too well this truth is known, I ween, 

Earth's brightness flees away. 
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But only in that blessed land 

Where saints and angels kneel. 
Where seraphs stand with harp in hand, 

Shall our hearts joyful feel. 
No jarring sound can be heard theie 

No strifes around the Throne, 
Where God is everything, is fair. 

With Him is bliss alone. 
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VIRGIN DIVINE, 

\71RGIN divine, this blessed day 

We Thy children most humbly pray 
To Thee, who art God's sinless one, 
The Mother of His well-loved Son. 

In wand'ring through this vale of tears 
We are oppressed with many fears, 
And still, while we in darkness grope. 
Expect the gates of light to ope, 

Oft ask our God to let us see 
One glimpse of those who blissfully 
Prostrate them at the sacred feet 
Of Him whose taste is ever sweet. 

Ah 1 no, we cannot see them yet. 
Still while here we must not forget 
To pray that in His happy land 
We may be 'midst His saintly band. 
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Thou wilt petition at His Throne, 
Thou whom we look on as our own, 
Thou whom we cherish with a love 
Second to His who reigns above. 

Mother, we humbly ask of Thee 
To pray that God may let us see 
One day the place of blissful rest. 
Where Thou art first amongst the bless'd, 



WE KNOW OUR WEAKNESS. 93 



WE KNOW OUR WEAKNESS. 

"XTLTE know our weakness — still 

There is a God to save 
Our souls from ev'iy ill, 

From the dark, awful grave 
Of wickedness, where lies 
These who Heaven despise. 

We must bear our cross here 

For His sake faithfully, 
And we require no seer 

To say that we shall see 
The glories of that land 
Where round the Throne saints stand. 

Heaven's the only prize 
Worth laboring well for now. 

Where far beyond the skies 
Before God's greatness bow 

Those who are His delight 

Rejoicing in His sight. 
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Happy for one to be 
Away from ev'ry care, 

Blissful for aye to see 
All things that are so fair, 

Glorious to be God's friend 

When this life's woe shall end. 

Then while we here must stay 
In peace, or war, or gloom, 

We have to watch, and pray 
That when we seek the tomb, 

Our God may give us rest 

With those who loved Him best. 
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WRETCHED AND LORN I COME 

TO TJEEE. 

Tjy RETCHED and lorn, I come toThee- 

Thou knowest my sad state ; 
Ah ! pity Thou wilt have on me 

And take from me the weight, 
or sinfulness. My brain is wild 

From Conscience's sharp sting. 
Too long my soul has been defiled, 

A reckless, guilty thing. 

Thy Son spoke to the Magdalen 

When she knelt at His feet, 
And, 'midst the scornful smiles of men, 

Her heart with joy replete, 
Promised before guests gathered there 

To leave her sinful way, 
And sing His praises ev'rywhere 

Who made her glad that day. 
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Speak to me softly, lay Thy hand 

Upon my throbbing brow ; 
It will remove the burning brand. 

And ease the pain that now 
Doth torture me. Let me not grope 

Through danger's paths alone. 
Smile on my path, that I may hope 

To reach in death God's Throne. 
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ST. AGNES. 

TlT'OU were the fairest bud that burst 

Forth into beauty in that age 
When on her bosom Christ's Church nursed 

Those who endured the tyrant's rage ; 
And on the roll of those who died 

For Faith your name all men can see 
Emblazoned, who to foes replied, 

" No love but my Lord's love for me." 

Had they in pity spared thy youth, 

Mournful hearts would be filled with joy. 
A.h ! better far to die for truth 

Than faithlessly thy soul destroy, 
For thou art now in that bright sphere 

Where Jesus watches earnestly, 
To whom you said when staying here, 

" I have no other love but Thee. 

Just in the ope of womanhood. 

When you were pure, and good, and fair. 
Before the frowning Judge you stood. 

And your soul felt not terror there. 

8 
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Jesus protected His lamb sweet, 
He over you watched faithfully, 

Who said when resting at His feet, 
" No love but my Lord's love for me.*' 

You did not fear the painful wedge, 

The rack, the gibbet, nor the spear. 
Calmly was laid 'neath keen sword's edge 

The head round which halos shone here, 
Ah ! well-won was that glorious wreath 

Placed on your young brow's purity 
By Him to whom you did e'er breathe, 

" I have no other love but Thee." 
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MONTH OF FLOWERS. 

AyT ONTH of flowers, fair art thou 

Coming to us softly now, 
And thy sunshine's streaming down 
On Our Lady's golden crown. 

There she stands in yonder shrine 
Holding up the Child divine, 
And she sees her votaries 
Lowly there on bended knees. 

Will she hear the prayer of those 
Who at her feet seek repose ? 
Will she ask her little Child 
To preserve them undefiled ? 

What young mother loved her Son 
As the Blessed One hath done ? 
He came after Adam's fall 
To redeem by His blood all. 

In her speechless woe and pain 
She saw Jesus bruised and slain, 
That His blood might wash away 
Stain which told of Eden's day. 
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He gave all the human race 
To His Mother's fond embrace : 
Ev'ry child is hers, and she 
Prays for its felicity. 

Ev'ry one of us can dare 
Of Her love to claim a share. 
Those who seek it oft shall find 
That our Mother's heart is kind. 

Seek it in the Month of May, 
And the flowers shall strew your way 
To that Country far above 
Where enthroned is endless love, 

Where your weary feet will rest 
In the Home where all are bless'd, 
Where the Mother and the Son 
Will rejoice when your work's done. 



FATHER IN HEAVEN, LOOK ON ME. 1 1 



FATHER IN HE A YEN, LOOK ON ME. 



JPATHER in Heaven, look on me, 

A sinful, erring child ; 
Around me rolls a stormy sea, 

Its waves are high and wild. 
What can I do without Thy aid ? 

I ask it suppliantly ; 
All powerless, I am afraid, 

My frail bark wrecked shall be. 

Ah I if Thou dost stretch forth Thy hand. 

The storm will surely cease, 
Thy word will guide me to the land 

On which there is found peace. 
My heart is sad. This very hour 

It struggles like a bird 
Caught in a net. Only Thy power 

Can change what hath occurred. 

Change it, O Father, make the past 

To me a memory. 
Which often may my life o'ercast 

As clouds a sunlit sea. 
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For it will show Thy greatness then, 

Giving this joy in pain, 
That, though I sinned, I can again 

Despise the sinful bane. 

I can look on this earth of Thine, 

Knowing that comes the day 
When I no more need sadly pine 

For glories far away. 
For that bright home where Thou dost show. 

Thy Vision's deep delight, 
Where the saved souls are all aglow 

In its beloved sight, 

Where each angelic face is veiled 

Before the great white Throne, 
Where Thou midst Heaven's host art hailed 

As One all great alone. 
O God of glory, I but ask 

This hum,ble boon of Thee, 
When I have finished here my task 

Let me Thy beauty see. 
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VIRGIN MOTHER, FULL OF 
MEEKNESS. 

WIRGIN Mother, full of meekness, 

To Thee I humbly pray ; 
Strengthen this heart 'gainst its weakness, 

By Thy power drive away 
Every feeling that can make 
It the downward pathway take. 

Oh ! in pity and in kindness 

Send me one ray of light, 
For earth's sorrows bring on blindness. 

Put holy thoughts to flight. 
What would now become of me 
If I did not pray to Thee ? 

Thou art ever watching o*er me, 

As onward I walk here; 
Thy love lights the way before me 

Which is oft wild and drear^ 
'Twould be drearier if deceived 
I was of Thy love bereaved. 
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FATHER, FORGIVE ME. 

PATHER, forgive me. At your feet 

In loneliness I kneel, 
And surely it is just and meet 

To tell you what I feel. 
A wind of woe sweeps o'er me now, 

My eyes with tears are dim, 
The pains of loss contract my brow, 

O Father, I loved him. 

I gave the love of my young heart, 

A prize he threw away ; 
'Tis worthless now — we're far apart 

As waves that leave the bay. 
And knowing this, will you tell me 

Can I that same heart give ; 
To Him who governs earth and sea. 

To Him who bade me live ? 

Can I dare lift my eyes above 
This earth which seemed so fair, 

And gaze on Heaven, where His love 
Removes all wasting care ? 
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Will He compassionate His child, 

And free her from the thrall 
Which her innocency defiled ; 

Will He forgive her all ? 

Ah I Father, I believe He will, 

His mercy is well-known, 
He bade the angry waves, be still 

At His Apostles' moan. 
And the poor Magdalen was dear 

To Him who for us shed 
His Precious Blood. — I have no fear, 

He'll make quick what is dead. 

He will remit the punishment 

Due to this guilt of mine, ; 
Father, I'm happy and content, 

I feel the light divine. 
Flooding my soul — absolve me now, 

For my heart is contrite. 
Again the bud blooms on the bough, 

It is fair in God's sight. 
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HAIL TO TREE, MOTHER. 

TJ" AIL to Thee, Mother, my heart wild 

With sore distress, 
Knowing that Thou art undefiled 

Asks Thee to bless 
My way for sake of that dear Child 

Thou didst caress. 

I have no other mother now 

To glad my way. 
The hand that eased my throbbing brow. 

Is in the clay. 
God gave and — to His will I bow — 

God took away. 

In taking her He left me Thee, 

A spotless guide. 
O Mother, by Thy sanctity 

Do open wide 
Thy loving arms, protect me 

From human pride. 
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From ev*ry thing that can destroy 

My peace of mind. 
Be Thou next God my hope and joy. 

Ah ! oft men find 
That too soon earthly pleasures cloy, 

Pass as the wind. 

But when one turns to Thee alone, 

He doth find rest. 
Oh ! let me kneel before Thy throne ; 

Having confessed. 
Thou wilt hush my heart's piteous moan, 

O Mother bless'd ! 
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OH! FOR THE HOUR TO COME. 

/^H ! for the hour to come 
^^ When I may stand 

At God's right hand — 
This thought nigh strikes me dumb. 

To look upon the face 

Of Him who died, 

Was crucified 
For the poor human race ! 

To see His smile of love 

On those who trod 

O'er this world's sod, 
The path shown from above. 

To gaze on her, the child 

Of saintly Anne, 

On whom no ban 
Of Adam e'er was piled. 

To watch her 'midst the blaze, 

Of glory there, 

Where all is fair 
Throughout the endless days. 
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To hear the gentle voice, 

Which often spoke, 

As daylight broke, 
And made His heart rejoice. 

To worship with the host 

Who never cease 

The hymn of peace. 
With John who loved Him most. 

O Day, come soon to me. 

That I may stand 

Amidst that band 
In Heaven joyfully. 
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MV CHILD, YOIPD WISE TO BE, 

Ayf Y child, you'd wish to be 

From pain and sorrow free, 
From grief. Have you forgot, 
III is the human lot ? 



And, as we bear this ill, 
God will our poor hearts fill 
With peace, and joy, and rest, 
When we are with the bless'd. 

Ah 1 do not tell me, you 
Will prove to Him untrue ; 
You know how far those fell 
Who first learned to rebel. 

Cast down from Heaven's height ; 
Oh ! what a woful sight, 
Their joy and glory gone, 
Their dazzling beauty wan. 
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Their purity all dimmed, 

They curse Him whom they hymned 

In Paradise, and they 

No more to Him will pray. 

What are the ills of life, 
Wh^t is its bitter strife ? 
Some eddies in the stream. 
Which smooth in sunlights beam. 

Think of the mount of God, 
Think of the great who've trod 
With burdens to that place, 
And hide your awe-struck face. 

Resolve like them to find 
His home, and be resigned 
To trials sent you down 
To enhance next life's crown. . 

Call not out for your death, 
But with your ev'ry breath 
Be God's obedient son. 
And say '*Thy will be done.'.! 
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MOTHER OF JESUS, HEAR ME SPEAK. 

AT OTHER of Jesus, hear me speak, 

In accents piteous and weak. 
My heart is sorely wounded, and 
I feel the weight of Thy Son's hand. 

The world looks gloomy, not a ray 
Is sent to chase the dark away, 
I grope along amongst my kind, 
As one who hath been stricken blind. 

But never have I lost my hope 
In Thee, I know that Thou wilt ope 
A passage for the golden light, 
Which shall put all my gloom to flight. 

I've trusted Thee, I'll keep that trust 
Please God, until my bones with dust 
Commingle. Thou art His own gift, 
Thy children won't be sent adrift. 
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OH I MY FRIEND. 

/^H ! my Friend, will you meet me there 

At that grand gate where all is fair, 
Where God reveals His wondrous bliss, 
To those who loved not worlds like this ? 

Shall I behold that tender look 
Which never my drear ways forsook ? 
Shall I gaze on your loving face, 
At once when ended is life's race ? 

Ah ! midst the joys that are divine. 
We'll meet again, O Friend of mine ; 
In the bright home of souls called Heav'n, 
Where human faults are all forgiven ; 

Where nought defiled can enter in. 
Where there is not a shade of sin, 
Where sun nor moon need show their light, 
Because the Lamb Himself is bright ; 
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Where all is Beauty ; for He reigns 
Who in His boundless mercy deigns 
To constantly watch o'er the way 
Of those who love, of those who stray. 

Ah ! there, beloved Friend, we'll meet. 
And lowly we at Jesus' feet 
Shall kneel, and thank Him for the grace 
Which made us safely life's steps trace. 

This heart of mine is filled with joy, 
Which nothing earthly can destroy, 
When I think on that blessed hour. 
When God shall take me by His power, 

Calling me from life's dread abyss, 
Taking me over its precipice ; 
And, save for Him, this world would be 
A prison filled with misery. 

O Friend, how joyfully we'll stand 
Amidst that bright and blessed band 
Of holy souls, in God's dear land, 
Who are protected by His hand. 
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MOTHER OF GOD, DAY AFTER DAY. 

A/r OTHER of God, day after day, 

I kneel beneath Thy pictured face. 
Resting above my sleeping place, 
And to Thee as Comfortress pray. 

Dreary the world's way is and wild, 
I faint upon it 'till I gaze 
Up to Heaven, where glory's blaze 

Is round Thee, Mother of God's Child. 

Then hope springs gladly in my breast — 
Ah ! could I look for ever there, 
And whisper forth a holy prayer. 

Even on earth there would be rest. 

But clash and din of worldly strife, 
Cause me to turn mine eyes away, 
From where I see Thy golden ray 

Telling of burdens in this life. 

And I must bear them while I stand. 
Waiting Death's portals wide to ope. 
Here and beyond the grave there's hope. 

For those submissive to God's hand. 
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But till He calls me, Mother mine, 
I love to see Thy gentle brow 
Above me tenderly as now, 

And thus I never can repine. 

Aid me whene'er I feel His rod, 
Aid me in hours of joy and woe : 
This is my prayer on earth below. 

My Mother — Mother of my God I 
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BY THAT GEE AT GOD WHO REIGNS 

IN HE A YEN 

"D Y that great God who reigns in Heaven, 

Who often hath man's sins forgiven, 
Tell me how I shall ease my heart 
From fears which pierce it like a dart. 

Oh ! you alone can do it now. 
See the furrows upon my brow, 
See the teardrops that will not fall. 
I pray you humbly — tell me all. 

Hard I will never be with you, 
Although you may have been untrue. 
Man is but fickle ; if you change. 
You shall not my sad soul estrange. 

Tell me, are you not pitiless ? 
Ah I no, you will not now confess 
That you have ever sinned or erred 
It is not true what I have heard. 
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But I have seen things with my eyes, 
Which made my heart send forth such sighs 
That it, I surely thought, would break — 
Mute terror caused it so to quake. 

And of all men you were the first, 
When the awful cloud o'er me burst. 
And when dense darkness reigned around, 
I sightless groped along the ground. 

Oh ! if God would this chalice take 
Away from me for His Son's sake, 
I never could too thankful be, 
Even throughout eternity. 

But may His holy will be done. 
In suffering only peace is won ; 
By it chastised and purified. 
He will cheer me who for me died. 
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MOTHER OF MERCY, FERVENTLY, 

A/r OTHER of Mercy, fervently 

With humble confidence from Thee 
I seek that those I love may be 
Ever from sin and sorrow free. 

O Mother, list to my demand. 
Thou who art fairest in that land 
Created by Omnific hand, 
Protect them in life's fateful strand. 

Mother of love, do Thou but show 
A ray to guide them here below, 
And they'll avoid the shoals of woe, 
The tempests which oft wildly blow. 

Mother of Jesus, I afraid 
Am not to claim Thy potent aid 
Even for those who have betray'd 
That Son who Thee all peerless made. 

They are His children, though they fail 
Oft on their journey through this vale. 
And, when the enemy doth rail. 
Anguish of heart makes their brows pale. 
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And then they turn from thorns aside. 
And lose sight of their loving Guide, 
Give vent to their deceitful pride 
And follow him, the first who lied. 

But only for a little time, 
Because, when conscious of their crime, 
They sigh again for deeds sublime, 
And strive the narrow path to climb. 

Mother of God Almighty Great, 
Ne'er let my own be desolate. 
What injures Thee their true hearts hate, 
O Mother, Maid Immaculate. 
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ST. JOHN, 

"DELOVED John, my own 

Dear Saint, before God's throne 
Pray for me ev'ry day 
That I may never stray 
From Him you loved alway. 

Oh ! by that blessed time 
When, free from stain and crime, 
You did so gently rest 
Your head upon His breast, 
List to my heart's request. 

Ask Him that I may be 
From sin and sorrow free. 
That on earth undismayed 
I may walk, not afraid 
Of snares around me laid. 

When all Apostles fled, 
You stayed by Him who bled. 
Beneath the cutting thong 
Wielded by fierce arms strong 
To save the guilty throng. 
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In Pilate's hall you stood 
Sorrowful, when His blood 
Was scattered round its wall. 
You saw Him three times fall. 
You heard them your Lord call 

Blasphemer, all things vile, 
The One so void of guile. 
You saw Him on His Cross, 
And felt His bitter loss. 
Life's joys were then all dross. 

Your Master, crucified, 
Saw you stand nigh His side. 
Knowing your love was vast 
He spoke to you the last, 
Before death's shadow pass'd. 

Mother and Son were there. 
That Son all stripped and bare, 
Dying in Heaven's sight. 
Ceded to you His right, 
Gave you His Mother bright. 

Bless'd John, for my soul seek 
Thy Mother's aid. She'll speak 
To Him who made her thine 
And mine, 'midst woe divine 
On Calv'ry's ghastly shrine. 
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DAUGHTER OF JOACHIM. 

"QAUGHTER of Joachim, 

Beloved well by Him 
Who reigns on high above, 
God of true peace and love, 
Before whom bendeth down 
Every angelic crown, 
On us wilt Thou not take 
Compassion for His sake ? 

Child of the holy Anne, 
Who came without a ban 
Into this world of ours, 
Sent by the mighty powers 
Of the Majestic Three 
Reigning in Unity, 
Wilt Thou not Thy face show 
Pitiful to our woe ? 

O Spouse of Joseph meek, 
We who here are so weak. 
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Think of the sadful day 
He sought to flee away 
From Thy home secretly. 
He had not faith in Thee 
Until the Angel told 
Purer Thou wert than gold. 



O Mother, intercede 

For ev'ry human weed 

Flung out upon life's sea, 

Restless, in agony. 

Let Thy prayer e'er ascend 

To where man's pure thoughts tend, 

To Him Omnipotent, 

And peace back will be sent. 



Friend of Elizabeth, 
Who so unerring saith, 
Thou art all full of grace. 
On Thy soul none can trace 
Ever of evil shade. 
Thou wert in light arrayed. 
Which when our enemy 
Saw, he flew far from Thee. 
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O Mother of fair love, 
Spouse of God's spotless Dove, 
Who gazed so tenderly 
At Jesus on Thy knee. 
And loved Him more than all 
Those who Him Saviour call, 
Pray for us now that we 
May love Him faithfully. 
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I HEAR THE BROTHERS SINGING. 

T HEAR the brothers singing 

Praises to God on high. 
Angels of light are flinging 

Gold censers in the sky. 
Their fragrance is ascending 

Before the throne divine, 
Where forms are lowly bending 

In rays which lum'nous shine. 

Ah ! poor hearts, ye chant lowly 

The prayer which Jesus said 
In accents meek and holy. 

Ye ask for daily bread. 
And He who feeds the sparrows, 

Who numbers ev'ry hair, 
Whose mercy never harrows, 

Will His goods with ye share. 

Pray on — the song of Ocean 

Is not so dear to God, 
As sobs which deep devotion 

Send up from earth's drear sod. 
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He sees your hands uplifted ; 

Yours is no empty praise ; 
Your souls from Him ne'er drifted 

On this world's sinful ways. 

Ye have been true and steady, 

Obeying His command, 
Ah ! ever all prompt and ready, 

Avoiding that dread brand 
Which marks His foemen only, 

Those who decry His aid. 
Ye ne'er seem sad nor lonely. 

Him ye have not betrayed. 

Ye give Him all things duly , 

Ye tremble at each wrong, 
Ye worship Him so truly, 

Ye'll hear the blessed song 
Chanted by angel voices 

In that fair home above, 
Where the saved soul rejoices 

In beatific love. 
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ALL GLORY BE TO GOD ON HIGH. 

A LL glory be to God on high, 
Ruler of earth, of sea, and sky, 
'For the great deed well done. 
No child of His will ever dare 
From Mary's brow her crown to tear, 
The Mother of His Son. 

At Ephesus the fathers meet 
How lovingly with glances sweet 

They gaze upon the shrine 
Where He the Saviour of our race 
Looks kindly on the holy face 

Of her the Maid Divine — 

Divine through Him, and yet one said 
Who to His holy Faith was dead. 

Whilst he on this earth trod, 
Mother of His humanity. 
The Child of Anne alone was she 

And Mother, not of God. 
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But in the presence of their Lord 
Such impious doctrine is abhorred, 

And loudly they proclaim 
The greatness of the Maiden mild, 
The purity all undefiled, 

The glory of her name. 

"All hail !" they cry, " All hail to her 
God's purest, holiest worshipper, 

The Mother of the Christ, 
Whose precious blood on Calv'ry shed 
Made quick souls which through sin were dead, 

When the Priceless was priced ! 

All hail to Her from men on earth I 
She gave to the Immortal birth. 

And victory o'er hell won ! 
The Mother of the Lord of light 
In whom two natures do unite, 

Her well beloved Son ! 

Pray for us now, pray for us when 
We fall amidst our fellow-men 

As trees in wood blown down I 
Oh I save us from God's awful ire, 
Preserve us from the quenchless fire 

Enkindled by His frown I 

10 
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Then we can join that glorious host 
Where Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 

Have raised aloft Thy throne. 
That angels, mortals, all may see 
How they, the Infinite, loved Thee 

Who, stainless, wast alone." 
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^•7. FRANCIS. 

"DELOVED Father Francis, Thou so brave 

In God Almighty's arduons service, save 
Thy little ones on this Life's ocean wave. 

Who amidst men was ever like to Thee, 
And turned from evil's flowery ways to flee ? 
Who was so spotless in his purity ? 

Even before Thy manhood's glorious time 
Thy soul was never stained by mortal crime. 
Thy life before Thy people was sublime. 

Loved and revered by thy companions wild, 
Who at Thy face's rapt expression smiled. 
The words they uttered ne'er Thy soul defiled. 

O Francis, gayest of Assisi's gay. 
First in the revel, and first at the play. 
Yet never wand'ring far from God away. 

Bold, staring eyes were modest in Thy sight. 
And lips 'gainst words of evil were shut tight ! 
No whisper e'er was heard Thy soul to fright. 
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When they saw Thee go not nigh unto them 
No envious voices Thy lone way contemn. 
They prized Thee as Assisi's flawless gem. 

They deemed Thee caught by toils of one fair 

love, 
Hallowed and beautiful, soft as a dove. 
They dreamed not Thy heart fixed itself above, 

Far, far beyond the earth's wide-spreading 

dome. 
Within the heavenly Father's radiant home. 
From which His sheep stray not nor even roam. 

Proud of Thee long, ah I they soon lost that 

pride 
When with amaze they saw Thy glorious bridCf 
Dear Lady Poverty, stand by Thy side. 

Changed in an instant was the joyous tone, 
Flung at Thee on Thy way were dirt and stone 
And smiles of mockery were by friends shown. 

Heedless Thou passed by them, Thou didst 

not care, 
For lowly Thou wert bent in fervent prayer, 
Rapt in thy heavenly visions bright and fair. 
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For sake of Thy Lord Jesus giving up 
Without a murmur^ earth's delicious cup, 
From His deep chalice bitter draughts to sup. 

Thou like to Him wert in His lowly birth, 
Like Him also when living on the earth. 
Unmoved at its poor joys and senseless mirth. 

Passionate souls, enkindling with that fire 
Which permeates and bums those who aspire 
To reach with anxious bounds the soul's desire. 

Lovingly leading them away from sin. 
Gently bringing them, as stra/d lost sheep, in 
To God's one Fold from this earth's noise and 
din. 

Thy heart with true love ever seemed awake. 
And Thou wert ready in Thy net to take 
All men, and save them for dear Jesus' sake^ 

No wonder birds from off each leafy tree 
In myriads fluttered down to perch on Thee, 
That the fierce wolf rolled prostrate at Thy 
knee. 

And so it came to pass upon that day 
When Thou didst earnestly amidst tears pray 
For those from Thy God straying far away. 
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Jesus, Thy Lord, who had been crucified, 
Who for the pressing sins of mankind died. 
Came gently towards Thee and stood at Thy 
side. 

And high fipon the mighty sloping edge 
Of wooded Mount Alvemia's broken ledge. 
Of love He gave Thee wondrous, greatest 
pledge. 

In Thy dear hands, upon Thy shoeless feet. 
And in Thy stainless bosom's pure retreat, 
His marks appeared which wild made Thy 
heart beat. 

The eyes of mortal men His wounds beheld 
In Thee, who only in His presence dwelled. 
And for His love each sinful passion quelled. 

The Mighty there bestowed a great reward. 
In Thee was represented that dear Lord 
Who for our sake was by His own abhorred. 

He brought Thee straight along to Heaven's 

gate. 
And, with His watchful Sacred Heart elate. 
Placed Thee where Lucifer in glory sate. 
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High up amidst the bless'd in light divine. 
Hear us, Thy children, who in exile pine. 
Show us of Thy sweet care a potent sign. 

O Loving Patriarch of all God's poor, 
Thou aid wilt render to each patient woo'r 
Who seeks it crossing this Life's dreary moor. 

Seraphic Father, Thou who now dost reign 
In Heaven's light, break ev'ry sinful chain. 
And wipe from off our souls each evil stain. 

O Father Francis, lend to us Thine ear, 

Thy poor petitioners' entreaties hear. 

And we Thy children shall have nought to fear. 
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MAIDEN MILD. 

TV^' AIDEN mild, 
^^^ God's dear Child, 
Never wrong, 
Ever strong 
In the day 
Of affray, 
Ever right 
In His sight I 

Fairer still ; 
For the ill 
Which was wrought 
When Eve sought 
To apprize 
Adam wise, 
Sowed the seed 
Of Death's greed. 

Much more fair, 
Far more rare, 
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Than the one 
Who'd began 
And gave ear 
To him here. 
Whose word gave 
Man the grave. 



Never Thou 
Didst allow 
The en'my 
To slay Thee. 
Ever bright 
In God's sight 
Was Thy life 
Through earth's strife. 

Oh ! if he 
Might take Thee 
In his toil, 
Thy soul soil, 
Hell would blaze 
Lurid ra3rs, 
Send forth fire 
With glad ire. 
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But it ne'er 
Had a share 
In Thy heart. 
That apart 
From each stain 
Did remain 
Pure and free 
Faithfully. 

Thou alone 
In sin*s moan 
Ne'er bent down. 
Thy bright crown 
Was all fair. 
None can share 
That which He 
Gave to Thee. 

Mother dear, 
We revere 
Thy great gift. 
'Twill uplift 
From the mire, 
Earth's desire, 
Those who seek 
Jesus meek. 
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It doth tell, 
Oh, how well ! 
God loves man. 
When His ban 
He from Thee 
Lovingly 
Took away 
One fair day. 

When He gave 
Thee to save 
Erring mem 
Once again 
Showing clear 
His power here, 
Potent, strong 
Over wrong. 

Satan's strength, 
Weak at length. 
Scorns Thy name, 
Cannot cjaim 
Victory 
Over Thee, 
God's bless'd Child 
Undefiled. 



140 MAIDBN MILD.. 

Mother Eve 
Made us grieve 
But Thy day 
Chased away 
Clouds of grief, 
And relief 
Came like h'ght 
To our sight.^ 

Man forgot 
His sad lot 
When be crept 
To Thee, slept 
In Thy arms, 
Free from harms 
And we must 
Thee e'er trust. 

Thou dost take 
For God's sake 
Interest dear 
In us here» 
God divine 
Made us Thine ; 
So we pray 
Not to stray. 
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Mother mildy 
Ev^ry child 
Of man's race 
Doth embrace 
Thy pure breast 
Where is rest. 
Happy he 
Who loves Thee 
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ST. CLARE. 

r^ LARA| fair was the hour and day 

When outward Thou from Thy home 
passed, 
Heedless of those who stood aghast. 
When they saw Thee so humbly pray. 

Thy mother, when her painful hour 
Was drawing nigh, sought God*s retreat, 
And, humbly prostrate at his feet. 

Prayed His care for her unborn flower. 

And she was told by angel sent 
From that great realm of bliss above, 
Where enthroned is Almighty love. 

To banish fear, as she down bent 

Her child was to make far more fair 
The earth on which her Saviour died, 
She was to be his earthly bride. 

For Him to love alone and care. 
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And in the day of bitterness 
Clara came as a child of light, 
Gladdening her mother's weary sight. 

Making her then God's goodness bless. 

And she was cherished from the morn 
Her mother's eyes smiled over her, 
And, being God's true worshipper, 

Gave thanks for that sweet daughter born. 

Bright childhood fled too soon away, 
And Clara grew a maiden mild 
Whose heart was troubled not; nor wild 

With thoughts which lead the weak astray* 

She oft was seen beneath the light 
Which hangs before the golden gate 
Where God, with Sacred Heart elate, 

Beholds the pure who seek His sight. 

And prostrate there she longed to part 
With those who gave their days to mirtlu 
She wished to quit this gloomy earth 

And give to heaven a spotless heart. 
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Willingly she the world resigned. 
She only wished to take that cross 
Whose bearers never suffer loss 

When ties are burst which to earth bind. 

Her father loved her as the first 
That came his weary life to cheer. 
O'er her was shed her mother's tear 

Of joy, when she her sweet babe nursed. 

But mother's tear and father's love 
Were not to kill the bud which oped 
In her heart* She in Heaven hoped 

And sought light from its throne above. 

She heard of one who preached God's truth, 
Who gave up all to follow Him 
Who tortured was in ev'ry limb 

On Calvary, in his bright youth. 

Father and home were given up, 
The mother who was fond and dear, 
Everything prized on this earth here, 

To taste his Master's bitter cup. 
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He had been hooted through each street 

In fair Assisi by his own. 

Heedless of strife and jarring tone, 
He followed Jesus in bare feet 

His garb was poor ; but from his eye 
Shot rays which told of mysteries, 
Of visions which seer only sees 

When he is scoffed by passers-by. 

She goes to him. She hears him speak 
Of bliss which Jesus gives to those 
Who all their trust in Him repose, 

And she was strengthened who was weak. 

Clara glanced up to him reviled. 

The light of God shone on his brow. 

She makes her heart's selection now, 
She will be Jesus' spouse and child. 

Her Lord speaks to her when He calls. 
She must obey the voice she hears. 
And leave the smile which her heart cheers 

In Sasso Rosso's castle halls. 

II 
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She seeks the church, receives the palm 
From consecrated hands. Though she 
Rises up not from bended knee, 

That night she -sings her bridal psalm. 



Francis accepts her sacrifice. 
His little ones are with him when 
She fleeth from the homes of men, 

From shades of ignorance and vice. 

There in that blessed spot where he 
Renounced all worldly pomps and gauds, 
She stays, while chanted forth are lauds, 

And then from earthly ties she's free. 

The golden hair is shorn, aside 
Is laid the vesture rich and rare. 
And she, devoutly rapt in prayer, 

Is chos'n by God to be His bride. 

Her father storms, but all is vain. 
Her mother sorely is oppressed, 
And though she takes Clare to her breast. 

Home she will not return again. 



I 
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The dove plaint from the rock did cease, 
And other doves soon fluttered down. 
Anxious for that eternal crown 

Promised by Him, the Prince of Peace, 

And loved the one who in life's bud 
Her days devoted to God's cause, 
Heedless of men and their applause. 

In her fair, perfect womanhood. 

Thrice blessed be that glorious day 
When forth Thou earnest without blame 
To give to God Thy pure heart's flame» 

Clara re, Clara nomine ! 
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OE! GIVE US BACK TEE GOLDEN 

TIME. 

/^H ! give us back the golden time 

When we were young, 
When our hands, free from ev'ry crime. 

Rich garlands hung 
Upon our Mother's brow so fair. 
And we thought not the flowers too rare. 

Ah ! in those blessed holy days 

How gladly we 
Stood round her altars, hjonning praise 

So fervently ? 
And we deemed nought could us then make 
The shrine of purest love forsake 1 

But sin's drear mists by slow degrees 

Came light to hide. 
And we were wand'ring o'er life's seas 

Without a guide. 
The raindrops fall, the rock is worn, 
The seamless robe by stealth is torn. 
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Rents soon were made. We heeded not ; 

Our way lyas dark. 
And Heaven, mourning o'er our lot. 

Oft sent a spark 
To show us where our pathway led. 
We scorned it, for our souls were dead. 

Now we regret the bitter past 

And ev'ry deed 
That makes our hearts in awe beat fast. 

We sowed the seed 
Which will produce a deadly fruit, 
If we kill not the poisoned root. 

O Virgin purest, from the dust 

We cry to Thee. 
Thy hand can wash away sin's rust, 

Can set us free 
From chains which hold us in the mire. 
And press day after day more dire* 

Unaided we are powerless, 

Our strength is gone. 
We touch thy mantle, and we press 

Kisses upon 
Its golden fringe. Thou tumest back 
To give us what our poor souls lack. 
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O Mother of the God who came 

For us to die^ 
Scourge us alone ; we are to blame 

Who wandered nigh 
Death's gulf. O Mother, from all ill 
Save us who are Thy children still. 



I 
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ST. ANTONY^ 

LJUMBLE and true disciple of the mild 

And patient loving Francis, thoUy his 
child, 
Walked in the pathway which he duly trod. 
And at life's termination found Thy God* 

Even before Thou heard of his great name. 
Thy soul, with fire of ardent love aflame. 
Longed earnestly in Afric's land to seek 
A home, and there of Thy dear Jesus speak. 

Eager Thou wert, thine might be that bless'd 

doom 
Of those who fall asleep in martyr's tomb, 
Anxious to shed Thy young heart's blood for 

Him 
Who drank the cup of gall filled to the brim* 

Another life's way was reserved for Thee 
Thy God to serve there with fidelity, 
Beneath the banner of Assisi's knight ; 
Who made men's dark souls with God's love 
alight* 
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Intelligence had reached Thy native shore 
That earthly days of suffering were o'er 
For Francis' children who went cheerfully 
To make the blinded ones God's brightness see. 

Uttering Jesus* Holy Name they died, 
Went with heart throbbing, as expectant bride, 
Unto the altar, and the paltry price 
They paid for Heaven was life's sacrifice. 

Their souls in glory loudly called to Thee. 
Thou wished from worldly turmoil to be free^ 
And, void of temporals, thou ent'rest in 
The home of Francis, Heaven's crown to win. 

And there unrecognized Thou art for long, 
None knows Thee as the valiant and the strong, 
No eye beholds in Thee a gem too rare. 
When prostrate Thou art seen at matin prayer. 

But God, who careth always for his own. 
The precious gifts bestowed on Thee made 

known. 
Ay, in an instant Samson's strength and 

might 
All Thy dear brothers' souls filled with delight. 
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They heard Thee speak in wonder of the thingis 
Which only are beheld where radiance flings 
Its glory round that home where blessed souls 
See angels offer prayers in golden bowls. 

Not only they, but strangers in the way, 
Struck by the fervid words are forced to stay, 
And listen to the voice which through Thee 

spake, 
Making their contrite hearts with sorrow quake. 

And Thy loved home was Padua the Fair* 
The lisping children knew Thy frail form there. 
They called Thee Father, dear Antonio, now 
When placed was Thy hand on each happy brow. 

Thou wert the man who sought the Tiger's den, 
And, fearless standing, 'midst his brutal men. 
Cried out to Ezelino, ** Stay thy hand ; * - 

Shed not innocent blood upon the land. 

'' Thou art accursed in God's blessed sight. 
Thy soul has been stained by thy heart's delight. 
For ev'ry crime which thou hast wrought brings 

down 
The wail of wrath which human storms can't 

drown. 
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" Before thy God guilty thou art of all 
The heinous wicked actions which appall 
The soul safe lab'ring in the pathway straight. 
Seeking to enter through the narrow gate.^ 

" Ay, thou, who doomest people by thy nod, 
Shalt feeli and not in vain, the searching rod 
Wielded by His right arm, who doth proclaim 
Thy deeds wrought on His earth shall bring thee 
shame*" 

His lips are closed. Not one word does he 

speak. 
The soldiers fierce, indignant, long to wreak 
Their vengeance dire upon the head of him 
Who openly assailed their chieftain grim» 

Amazed they are when Ezelino's gaze 
Rests on the dauntless one who only prays. 
Their eyes deceive them. He has left his throne 
And kneels before the inspired one alone. 

Beseeching him to]seek from God on high 
That in his wickedness he may not die^ 
But by his penitence make white each stain 
Which reddened was by blood of children 
slain. 
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He had seen light which told of Heavenly bliss, 
And there beheld the yawning wide abyss 
Into which he was quickly to be cast. 
If he repented not for all the past; 

They are to meet again. But woe the day I 

No time shall Ezelino have to pray ! 

Now he has got God's grace. 'Twill not 

prevail : 
His heart, long hardened, heeds not Sorrow's 

wail. 

Antony of Padua sought to save 
The bandit from eternity's vast grave, 
From the vicelike grasp of him who defied 
God and claimed one thief dying by His side. 

He for his people feared the savage power 
Of him who tortured them hour afler hour* 
And yet the day came when his prayer prevailed, 
They vanquished him whose fierce strength 
they assailed. 

But other souls he worked for — souls of those 
Who strayed away from Christ's spouse' sweet 

repose. 
Who had cast ofif the yoke of her who stood 
Nurtured by His blood in her maidenhood* 
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They admired not that all-embracing tree 
Which had its roots deep sunk in Calvary. 
Liberty they claimed, as if God's Son 
Had never by His death their freedom won. 

They believed not the Christ who came had 

power 
To make bloom once again the wilted flower, 
The dumb to speak, the deafened ear to hear, 
The hopeless one have hope his way to cheer. 

And there were some who groped in darkest 

night 
Over whose souls was shed the lurid light, 
Of those who hearken not to that sweet voice 
Which makes so many toiling hearts rejoice. 

They wished to be from Jesus Christ apart. 
They thought not of His wounded, broken. 

heart, 
The God who gave in Gana wondrous sign 
Could change not elements of bread and wine. 

And yet the water from the limpid stream 
On which athwart had shot the golden beam 
Of morning's sun was, by His glance divine. 
Immediately changed into purest wine. 
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They forgot Him — forgot the blessed day 
When He sent not the multitude away 
Without providing for the wants which pressed 
Upon them, as they sought from their Lord 
rest. 

And so it was. Loudly they claim from him 
A miracle, and whilst some eyes are dim 
At their temerity to God, he cries, 
Fearing not he'll be heard beyond the skies. 

The test shall be a hungry, famished beast, 
Which will not on com proffered to him feast, 
Before his knees are bent outside the shrine 
Where Christians worship Jesus Christ divine. 

And whilst the heretics are gathered there, 

St. Antony, rapt in ecstatic prayer. 

With hands outstretched, is seen by hostile 

eyes 
And dream not scenes which shall their souls 

surprise. 

The famished brute, kept three days without 

food, . 
Brought by Bonvillo, who in sullen mood 
Declared to Antony, ' I will believe 
Christ in the chalice is which men receive, 
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^* If he eat not, but sink upon his knees 
In presence of those awful Mysteries.*' 
And lo I the prayer of Antony is heard, 
Those gathered there cry out, " We widely 
ened." 

For when the half-starved beast sees oats and 

hay, 
Immediately he turns from both away ; 
And drops down instantly before the face 
Of Jesus, resting in that holy place* 

Victorious ! For God oft a victory 
Was gained o'er sinners, Antony, by Thee. 
Thy words struck terror in the heart of sin. 
And souls arose from death, God*s love to win. 

Early Thy course was finished. Heaven gave 
The crown of honour to its soldier brave. 
And through fair Padua the children fled 
Weeping, saying, '' Our Father, Saint, is dead. 

" The eyes that loved us will be oped no more. 
The Saint has gone to the celestial shore. 
His days of sadness all have passed away. 
He glories in the joy of God's great day." 
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O Antony of Padua, wilt Thou 

From that bright throne where Thou art seated 

now, 
Look down on us, give us a little share 
In gifts bestowed on Padua the Fair ? 



l6o OUT OF THE DEPTHS. 



OUT OF THE DEPTHS OF MISERY. 

/^UT of the depths of misery 

We pray, O Blessed One, to Thee 
From maze of evil set us free. 

Filled with wretchedness in this place, 

Sinful children of Adam's race, 

We look on Thee full of God's grace. 

Our earnest prayer will penetrate 
Up to Thy throne, beyond that gate 
Thy Son oped by His sorrow's weight. 

Thou wilt hear us for His dear sake, 
And light shall o'er our darkness break. 
We watch : our souls are now awake. 

Too long within the awful deep 
Of sin's abyss they were asleep. 
Remorseful storms now o'er them sweep. 

In true contrition's searching pain. 
We see how futile and how vain 
It is to drag on evil's chain 
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Thou wilt help us to break each link, 
And draw us gently from the brink 
Where foes of Heaven Woe's wine drink. 

By Thy submission, kind and meet 
To him sent to Thee from God's seat, 
Aid us the Enemy to beat. 

The Pastor chief of Thy dear Son 
Sayeth, " Since Satan hath begun 
His evil task, he ne'er is done. 

" He goeth, like the lion dread 
Roaring, in quest of daily bread, 
With mane erect and scowling head. 

He roams not fearless through earth*s glade, 
For, well we know, he is afraid 
Of one unspotted, dauntless Maid. 

Mother, he trembles at Thy sight 
Thy word puts him to coward flight 
Thy smile doth his proud soul affright. 

He dare not take a child of Thine 
Into his toils who makes the sign 
Of that Cross wet with Blood divine. 

12 
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Blackened with guilt we make it.now 
And henceforth from this moment vow 
To serve alone the Thorn-crowned Brow. 

So from the depths of misery 
We ask that Thou wilt set us free, 
Dove of the Blessed Trinity. 



r ^ ^ ^ ^' * >^ 
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ST. AGNES OF ASSISI. 

r\ AGNES, tender, mild, 

Sweet, little, humble child. 
Who saw Thy sister Clare 
In beauty spotless, rare. 
Giving up freely all. 
When came the Bridegroom's call 
From Heaven's palace bright 
Seeing translucent light. 
Ah ! then the better part 
Entranced her ardent heart. 

She had at once left Thee 
In stainless purity, 
Like whitest rose of June, 
Knowing that very soon 
Thy thoughtful soul awake 
Immediately would take 
Thy lowly stand beneath . 
The Master's thorny wreath 
And solely, purely love 
Thy God who reigns above. . 



r 
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And on a brilliant day, 
When Heaven's golden ray 
Shone on Thy dearest Clare, 
Absorbed in wondrous prayer, 
After the time she made 
With holy, powerful aid 
A living sacrifice, 
Calmly she doth entice 
To Jesus lovingly. 
Beloved Agnes, Thee. 

Surely to follow on 
Where upright she had gone. 
To enter gently in. 
From this world's trying din. 
The holy resting-place 
Where the angelic race 
Bend mutely down before 
The gleaming golden door. 
Bedecked with jewels rare. 
Loving, adoring there, 

Where the Lord Jesus rests. 
Granting falt'ring requests 
To all who wistful claim, 
By His dear, blessed name, 
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Assistance due and meet 
From Him whose awful seat 
Is on that glorious throne 
Where the saved souls are shown 
The marvels of the God 
Who earth in sadness trod. 

O holy Clare, with Thee 
Thy sister longed to be. 
Her wish was soon fulfilled 
Because the Master willed 
Who reigns supreme above. 
The trembling snow"white dove 
Sought holy, peaceful rest ; 
And, sore in heart distressed, 
Her wrathful parents came 
Their sweet one lamb to claim. 

No railing word of theirs, 
No fond entreaties, prayers. 
To their home brought her back. 
She had found out the track 
Which tired souls onward leads 
To where God's bursting seeds 
Are open, brightly blown. 
And there, in peace, alone. 
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She would life-long remain. 
Her parents* sighs were vain. 

Ah ! God on High be praised ! 

Monaldo proudly raised 

His wicked hand to smite 

The tender child of light, 

But quick a sudden dart 

Pierced through his vengeful heart. 

And pained, all fruitlessly 

With manhood's full strength, he 

Endeavours back to lead 

Agnes, whose heart doth bleed. 

The fluttering woe-struck bird 
He one inch hath not stirred. 
O Clara, instantly, 
She fondly flies to Thee 
When mother's searching eyes. 
Wild with intense surprise, 
Behold her own friends there 
Who vainly seek to tear 
Her Agnes from the place 
Whdre, they know, is God's grace. 

Dear father Francis took 
Thee, Agnes, o'er the brook 
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Which clearly separates 
The two immense estates. 
The world of bitter strife 
From world of endless life. 
Thou entVest peaceful in, 
Free from all stain of sin, 
The solemn Sanctuary 
On meekly bended knee, 



O haven, calm and sweet ! 
O patient, little feet ! 
Which duly onward trod 
The thorny way to God. 
O haven, truly bless'd, 
Where sinless lips were press'd 
To His dread powerful name, 
Who hath a deathless claim 
On ev'ry mortal child 
Living in this world's wild. 



haven, fair and bright, 
Where purest heart's delight 
Was ever constant felt 
By her who, glowing, knelt 
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In holiest ecstasy, 

From evil's kindred free. 

O blessed Agnes, mild, 

God's pure and brave young child, 

Wilt Thou for us not pray 

Who oft as lost sheep stray ? 
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THOU WHO ART SUPREMELY 

BLESSED. 

r\ THOU who art supremely blessed, 

Wilt thou not aid us now ? 
Who oft hast lovingly caressed 

And kissed the infant brow 
Of Him Who gladdened all Thy life 

Whilst watching patiently 
Amidst earth's clamour and its strife. 

Thy Son upon Thy knee ? 

Do we deserve Thy gentle aid, 

Thy anxious, loving care, 
Who have so oft Thy Child betrayed, 

Who were deaf to His prayer, 
Who forgot Him for empty joys, 

For fruit of bitter taste, 
Who heeded one who souls destroys, 

And makes God's vineyard waste ? 
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The Master's glance was mild andsweet. 

His word was ever kind 
To those who came with weary feet, 

To those who had been blind. 
Once they give up their evil ways, 

The path which leads to sin, 
His hand guides them through ev'ry maze, 

Brings them to Heaven in. 

What gladdens Him will gladden Thee, 
And no soul shall be lost 

Which crieth loud on Life's dark sea 
For aid when tempest-tossed. 

Thou art the Refuge of the wrecked. 
Thy light on all is shed, 
' By Thee destructive waves are checked 

When Hope's last ray hath fled. 

I 

Only one word Thou hast to say 
I To Him Thy throne above. 

And ev'ry storm will die away, 

Calmed be by Thy great love. 
That word is, Mercy ! He will hear 

Thy voice and grant to Thee 
What Thou dost ask. Mother dear 

i 

' Show forth Thy clemency. 
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ST. LOUIS. 

r\ SWEETEST, ardent, loving Saint, 
On this earth dismal never faint. 
Never wandering once astray 
On that weird, bleak, and narrow way 
Which leads earth's pilgrims onward straight 
Up to that glorious high estate 
Where the souls of the radiant bless'd 
Content and joyful are in rest ! 

In mighty warfare's deadly strife, 
W^hich waged so oft is in this life, 
Thou from Thy happy home wert riv'n. 
And as a childish hostage giv'n 
To the great, loving, watchful care 
Of well-tried men, whose holy prayer, 
Like incense wreathing, went on high 
To God's high throne beyond the sky. 

And lowly there in ev'ry hour 

Thy fair young life's all beauteous flower 

Unfolded was in love by Thee, 

Andy giving forth such fragrancy. 
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It made men thoughtful backward turn 
From the great flames which ever bum, 
From that fire, endless, in which lie 
Those who in days of evil die. 

In the fair springtide of Thy youth, 
Thy Master Francis' earnest truth 
So consciously made thy soul pause 
That then despising earth's applause, 
When the Lord Jesus asked from thee 
Thy life's obedience, liberty. 
Thou gavest Him all. Ev'n the crown 
Was by Thy hand cast quickly down. 

The tender love of Jesus Christ 
For Thy fond heart alone sufficed. 
He it was who gave gladly up 
For crushing sorrow's bitter cup 
The calm joys of a stainless life ; 
And, suffering in its evil strife. 
He never once aloud complained, 
Even when He felt wronged and pained. 

He came on this earth to save Thee, 
To make the souls of all men free. 
And human eyes, wistful, amazed. 
Saw Him, the God of glory, raised 
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Upon tlie holy, blessed Rood 
Beneath which tearless, awe-struck, stood 
One maiden Mother all alone 
Who had to stifle her heart's moan. 

She on the place of Calv'ry sought 
Her only Child, Who had been brought 
To suffer there His dreadful doom, 
So that Creation's blighted bloom 
Might be restbred within that hour 
By Jesus, Whose omnific power 
Burst man's chains instantaneously, 
And set him from his fetters free. 

Thou cheerfully didst duly make 

For thy dear Saviour's blessed sake 

A heartfelt, wondrous sacrifice. 

And for His heavenly home, the price 

Paid lovingly at once by Thee, 

As Thy pure heart beat joyfully. 

Was that dynastic, earthly throne 

Which passing time hath made thine own. 

Assisi's Francis' low voice called. 
And thy fair trembling soul appalled 
At the astounding, rending sight 
Of poor mortal man's dreadful plight, 
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Thou firmly didst resolve to stand 
Amidst his valiant, conquering band, 
A dauntless, hopeful one of those 
Who were to evil pastimes foes. 

The brilliant gems of kingly crown 
For Jesus' dear sake were laid down. 
Aside was cast the sceptre great, 
And too the potent, high estate 
Was left, and also princely smiles, 
For those solemn and tranquil aisles 
Where the souls tired, weary, and weak 
The Master hear in sweet tones spieak. 

And the advancing, fruitful years 
Brought to Thee only cares and fears. 
The crosier staff, so strong and grand, 
Was borne in Thy juvenile hand, 
And the deft-jewelled mitre on 
Thy innocent white brow, which shone 
With purest radiance on earth's sod, 
And led sin-darkened souls to God. 

Even thus honoured, Thou wouldst still 
Feel ev'ry earthly want and chill. 
And be the lowly humble child 
Of -that dear Francis, master maid, 
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That meek and trusting, loving one, 
Who was Thy checkered life's bright sun, 
And who, when called, had gone away 
To his God's everlasting day. 

Far too brief was Thy earthly course, 
Pure and unsullied from its source. 
Here Thy love was bestowed on all 
Who did Thee faithful pastor call, 
On those whom Thou saw'st nobly stand 
With burning souls, dauntless and grand, 
In the death-dealing, ceaseless strife 
Of this frail, erring, mortal life. 

Ah ! far too short hath seemed Thy stay 
On this earth's weary, rugged way. 
Oh ! fair and all-unspotted flower, 
Too soon passed by Thy fleeting hour. 
But in the darksome mould entombed. 
Thy sinless soul hath beauteous bloomed 
In clement Jesus* garden, bright 
With His Heaven's marvellous light. 

May the Almighty e'er be blessed ! 
Thou in His wondrous kingdom's rest, 
By thy ardent prayers will not now 
The wild death-dealing foes allow 
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T'assail Thine own victoriously, 
Those who with hope look up to Thee, 
Who have detested Satan's might, 
And whose hearts tremble at his sight. 

O Louis, loving, tender Saint, 
We who so often sob and faint, 
And wistfully at times look back, 
On this life's dreary, pathless track. 
Ask Thee to intercede that we 
May now before our strained gaze see 
On life's horizon brightly shine 
A vivid ray of light divine. 

May we whilst here keep ever on- 
The way, where willingly have gone 
So patiently Thy blessed feet. 
And thus we yet may one day meet. 
And, with passionate glances, see 
Aloft in blissful regions Thee, 
Who happy art in that fair land 
Which God Himself for His friends 
planned. 
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QUEEN OF ALL THE HAPPY BLESS'D. 

QUEEN of all the happy bless'd 
Who have found in Heaven rest, 
After earthly anguish here 
Deign their pilgrim friends to cheer. 

Queen of angels, those who stand 
Worshipping in that loved land 
Where, in wedding garments those 
Are clad, entering its repose ; 

Queen of Seraphs, who kneel there 
Where the Lamp is shining fair, 
For its rays from Him are shot 
Who took pity on man's lot ; 

Queen of the Archangels, they 
Instantly His word obey, 
Rushing with the speed of light 
When He wills to show His might ; 

Queen of Cherubs, whose desire 
Of God's love kindleth a fire. 
Which the enemy may see 
From his home of misery ; 

^3 
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Queen of Dominations, Powers, 
We, who thriftless are of hours, 
Come a favour now to seek 
From Thee, Mother, great and meek. 

Ask Thy Son, who for us died, 
Evil's torrents to turn aside, 
That we may escape the din 
And roaring whirlpool of sin. 

Queen of the Creator's realm, 
No huge wave shall us o'erwhelm. 
If we see Thy radiant star 
Shining o'er our harbour bar. 

'Neath its light we'll safely go. 
And avoid the shoals of woe ; 
Sunken rocks we will not dread, 
When we see Thy light ahead. 

O Queen, with the starry crown, 
From Thy throne on us look down ; 
And Thy glance will cheer us on 
When the joys of earth have gone. 

Let them go. We do not mind ; 
To life's ills we are resigned. 
We are safe beneath Thy ken. 
Queen of angels and of men. 



Ih 
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C £A, Hope from me hath fled, 

Thou'lt not give back the dead. 
And I cry on thy shore 
For one Til see no more. 
Deep 'neath thy swelling wave, 
There is made my friend's grave. 

Sea, how pitilessly 

Thou seemest now to me. 

Thy waters wildly roll 

As grief athwart my souU 

Thy crested ridges part, 

Whilst sobs burst from my heart. 

O Sea, in thy fierce might, 
Why puttest thou to flight 
The colour from my cheek, 
The words I fain would speak. 
The joy that was all mine, 
Deceitful, treach'rous brine ? 
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O Sea, the hour mine sailed 
No murmur o'er thee wailed, 
No cloud was seen aloft, 
The day was balmy, soft, 
The sun was burnished gold 
O'er tranquil waters, cold. 

Still wert thou, as a lake 
O'er which no tempests break. 
Placid thy bosom, mild 
As ever looked fair child 
Upon its mother's breast 
Taking a gentle rest. 

Who will trust thee, O Sea ? 
In anger instantly 
Thy wave reared up its head. 
And only when the dead 
Was in thy grasp held fast 
Didst thou grow calm at last. 

O Sea, I sob and weep. 
Within thee he doth sleep 
My friend of boyhood's days, 
Heart worthy of all praise. 
Alone I am in pain ; 
His dreams and mine were vain. 
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I wander by thy shore, 
Thinking, of years now o'er. 
The hand well-loved I miss, 
Tis stretched in Heaven's bliss. 
Of that thou didst rob me. 
Thou fierce, ungrateful sea. 
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MOTHER OF THE LORD DIVINE. 

Q MOTHER of the Lord divine, 

Who changed the water into wine 
At Cana, in fair Galilee, 
With reverence we pray to Thee. 

When He saw Thy pure bosom stirr'd 
With sympathy, said but a word 
And grief and shame were cast aside, 
In the home of the blushing bride. 

And we are blushing for our sins» 
Virtue alone that glory wins 
Which hath been promised to the child 
Who safely traverses earth's wild. 

It we have not in safety crossed, 
We have been in its quagmires lost. 
And sinking down we did espy 
A brilliant star gleam in the sky. 

Then thoughts came of that blissful hour 
When Jesus showed for Thee His power. 
Even before He preached to those 
Who were immersed in sinful woes. 
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And we felt confidence in Thee. 
Let Thou but speak and we are free 
From every toil now round us cast, 
From stains contracted in the past. 

His word alone will make us whole, 
His word will purify the soul, 
His glance divine on us distressed 
Will give us peace and holy rest. 

O Mother, let Thy voice repeat 
" They have no wine " and He will greet 
Us with that smile which clears away 
The darkness of sin's gloomy day. 
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LOST AND SA VED, 

C OILED and sullied, 

Cursed and bullied, 
Lo here I am, 
Will God me damn ? 

Beaten and bruised, 
Pure love refused, 
Where shall I find 
True peace of mind ? 

Sad day I turned 
And mercy spurned, 
Ran on the path 
Which leads to wrath. 

I feel it now ; 
Marks on my brow 
Tell forth a tale 
To make one pale. 
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Ah ! me, the day 
When I was gay, 
And like a child 
Heart undefiled. 

And then I fell, 

God, to hell 

Thy earth was turned 
To fire* I burned. 

1 learned to curse. 
To do much worse, 
I changed my name 
And joyed in shame. 

Into the mire 

Of sin's desire 

I dragged souls down. 

With jeer and frown. 

With hair-dishevelled. 
In crime I revelled, 
And gloried then 

In tempting men, 

• 

I in my youth 
Of lucent truth, 
Whose coral lip 
Wine would not sip. 
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Drank of the bowl 
That kills the soul, 
Darkens the light 
That guides aright. 

I who was proud 
And shunned the crowd. 
Now boldly walked 
And coarsely talked. 

And I cared nought, 
I swore and fought. 
And ill advised 
I Heav'n despised. 

What made me change ? 
Ah ! God is strange. 
And works by ways 
Which shout His praise* 

Lost in the world. 
Deep hate I hurPd 
Against all those 

Who were my foes. 

■ 

Downward sihking, 
Given to drinking, 
Careless I'd lie 
As hog in sty. 
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One day reeling, 
Revenge feeling, 
I cursed the man 
Who was my ban# 

He struck me bleeding 
From him receding* 
I fell like clay, 
As senseless lay. 

And passing by me 
One did espy me, 
Who near me came, 
Heedless of shame. 

He raised me kindly, 
And, looking blindly, 
Methought I saw 
A face of awe. 

Its glance so tender ' 
Ah ! well might render 
Peace to the breast 
That wanted rest. 

He then so sweetly 
Spake out completely 
I in that hour 
Thought of life's dower. 
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For I had cast it, 
Let blight winds blast it. 
Could I be saved ? 
Madly I raved. 

Gone is the fever. 
Thou art the weaver 
From Heaven sent 
To sew each rent. 

Thou'lt not forsake me. 
As thou didst take me 
Up from the dust 
And made me trust. 

Thy look's benignant. 
Be not indignant 
When I disclose 
My sins and woes. 

Prostrate before thee 
Ah ! look down o'er me, 
As He 'midst men 
On Magdalen* 

Thy voice will cheer me. 
O Father, hear me. 
Say our Lord's blood 
Will make me good, " 
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And, oh ! believe me, 
I'll not deceive thee. 
With Heaven's grace 
I shall retrace 

My steps, and tend 
Towards God, my friend. 
And, Father fond, ' 
ril not despond. 

Thou knowest well 
What me befell, 
From the bleak hour 
I lost God's dower. 

Tm kneeling lowly 
In this place holy. 
And well I know 
He soothes all woe. 

« 

And peering grimly 
I see there dimly 
A small lamp shine ; 
Which is a sign 

That He is present. 
And prince and peasant, 
The sinner's tear 
Will find Him here. 
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My tears are falling, 
I low am calling, 
With bent down brow, 
For mercy now. 

My soul longs purely 
For God's love. Surely 
Hell not destroy 
This hope, my joy. 

'Gainst crime inveighing, 
Here humbly praying, 
Admit me in 
. Absolved from sin. 

My Lord is gracious, 
His fold is spacious. 
Those dwelling there 
Were saved by prayer. 

Lead me in, Father, 
Ah I I would rather 
There prostrate be 
Repentantly. 
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A SINNER CAME ONE HOLY EVE. 

A SINNER came one holy eve 

Into a wayside church, and he 
Begun his past life's web to weave 
Andy as he bent a trembling knee, 
A little one looked lovingly 
Up to the Maiden with her Child. 
Her years were few. Only the three 
Were in that Temple undefiled. 

The Maiden, spotless from the time 
She was conceived in Anna's womb, 
Her Son was God, and man's dread crime 
Made Him the mortal part assume. 
The sweet child was in her first bloom 
Of innocence baptismal. She 
Experienced not the dismal doom 
Of those who lose God's liberty. 

And yet the stained one saw her pray 
As she raised up her stainless hands, 
Crying, O Mother, keep away 
From us sin's scorching, burning brands. 
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We are upon life's changeful sands, 
And knowing not what yet may be 
Our fate, e'en cast on foreign strands. 
We pray, oh ! earnestly to Thee ! 

The morning dawn o^er his soul swept. 
He well remembers that sad hour 
When he in sorrow's darkness wept 
O'er her who seemed to him a flower 
All beautiful. God's weening power 
Gave her his wayward life to care. 
Too soon he lost his earthly dower, 
In death was hushed his mother's prayer. 

And now the child with gentlest voice 
Speaks as he spoke in days before. 
When can his wear}' heart rejoice ? 
When will his sufferings all be o'er ? 
Now when he promises no more 
His bark shall glide o*er sin's dread sea ; 
Now when he cries, 'midst tempest's roar, 
*' Mother of Mercy, pray for me." 
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O LORD OF HEA VEN, 

C\ LORD of Heaven, did earth merit this 
^^ That Thou shouldst leave Thy throne of 

joy above, 
And by Thy presence entrance hearts with bliss, 

Which cannot oifer anything but love. 
Ah ! Thou dost come from where angelic choirs 
Bend lowly in Thy sight and sing Thy praise, 
To give to mortal man his soul's desires. 
And from despair his sinking spirits raise. 

He is not worthy that Thou shouldst descend 

From the eternal Kingdom here to be 
The God he worships, Father, Brother, Friend, 

All that could give his heart tranquillity. 
He feels how worthless he is in Thy sight, 

How little he Thy great love can repay. 
And yet Thy glance comes to him soft and 
bright, 

Chasing the sorrow of his soul away. 

*4 
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He knows Thy Sacred Heart rejoices, when 
Myriads seek the place where Thou dost 
repose ; 
For Thy joy is with the children of men, 
With those Thou hast redeemed from deadly 
foes. 
Under the consecrated species, there 
Thou in the tabernacle must reside, 
Hark'ning to each poor humble suppliant's 
prayer. 
Who for the promised bliss of Heav'n has 
sighed. 

Oh ! who may tell the number of the gifts 
Bestowed by Thee on those who there kneel 
down ? 
Thy word of mercy all souls in sin lifts 
From out its dark mire. Thy hand gives a 
crown 
To each one whose heart burns with love for 
Thee, 
Thy heavenly radiance round that one is 
Hung. 
Like sunrays from clouds he emerges free 
O'er evil's shadows, and joy's hymn is sung. 
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O Blessed Lamb of God, O Bread of Life, 

Sustaining souls for whom Thy Blood was 
shed, 
Protecting them when sinful storms are rife, 

And quick'ning them when sleeping with 
the dead, 
Within the Altar there Thou dost remain, 

Loving those who return to Thee again. 
From out the wilderness of woe and pain, 

Because Thou prizest all the sons of men ! 
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O MOTHER, BY THA T A WFUL TIME. 

r\ MOTHER, by that awful time 

When Jesus suffered for man's crime, 
Pray that we may escape the doom 
Of souls lost in eternal gloom. 

Oh ! by the memory of the day 
You met Him on His painful way 
Which led along to Calvary, 
Pray that we may from tempters flee. 

Through love of that ensanguined place. 
Where He saved all the human race, 
And with a cry gave up the ghost, 
Save us sinners — a mighty host ! 

By the fair brow of blessed John, 
Which Jesus* bosom rested on 
The night He gave His Gift of love. 
Look down on us from Heav'n above ! 

Oh ! by those days peacefully spent 
At Ephesus in banishment 
With him who prized you. Mother dear, 
Pity us who are struggling here. 
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Oh ! by that Temple which was razed, 
Whose glory on this dark earth blazed, 
Which conquered death and gave man life, 
Aid us amidst temptation's strife. 

O Mother, by that love divine 
For which hearts holy ever pine. 
Which gave to you its wondrous gift, 
Our souls from sin's abysses lift. 

Oh ! by the wondrous Babe, the Child, 
The infant God who on you smiled. 
Who crowed with joy upon your knee, 
Set us from snares of evil free. 

We are your children, bold and bad. 
Who've often made your pure heart sad, 
We wish to be now free from sin ; 
Ope your arms, Mother, let us in. 
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